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HO C tibi de nato, dkiiUnia mater^ egeno 
Exiguum immenfi pignus ainoris habe* 
Hcnsy meliora tibi depromere doaa volentes 

Aftriiigit gratat parcnr area raanus* 
Tune tui poteris yocem kic agnoftere oatr 

Tain male fomiataxn» dtAmiiemque tuae f 
Time Imc matemi veftigia faora dccorit» 

TV ipeciilimi potem hic reperirc tuum f 
Poft longuoiy dicMy Coatm, fie mihi tcmpus f 

Sic miki fperantiy parfide, nraka r«di« ? 
Qa«» dicesy Sagse Ltmwrifiq^ Decque^ nocentes^ 

Hunc nffii in infantit fttppofn^Fe loco ? 
At tii» fiunfta parensf tnkklis tu quoque, nati 

Ne traces dextfi relneni cnida nidi, 
liei nuhi, quid fmto gcnetriji accodis iniquo ? 

$a fiiriy fed Don iif > ipl^ QjQinica imV\% 



^ £ L £ G 1 A, Ire* 

Ah qnasqiiam iratmn, peftembsac averteie oaiacM 

Nee faitem bcUis ifta liccve, velit t 
Nos, tua progenies, peieamos } & ecce, pcrimus ^ 

In nos jus babeat i jus habet omne malum* 
Tn ftabilis brevhim genus immortale nepotum 

Fancies ; nee tibt mors ip^ fuperftes erit : 
Semper plena manens uteri de Ibnte perenni 

Formofas mittes ad mare mortis aquas. 
Sle Venus humana quondam, Dea faueia dextra, 

(Namque folent ipfis bella noeeix Deis) 
Imploravit opem fuperun, queftuique eievit^ 

Tinxit adorandus Candida membra enior. 
Quid quereris ? eontemne breves fecura dolores t 

Nam tibi ferre necem vuln^ra auUa vaknU 
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T HE 

AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

T or 

His Edition in Folio> 1656, 



AT my return lately into England *, I met by 
great accident (for fuch I account it to be, that 
any copy of it (hould be extant any where fo long» 
nnlefs at his hou(e who printed it) a book intituled, 
«* The Iron Age," and publi/hed under my name, 
during the time of my abfence. I wondered very much 
how one who could be fo foolifh to write fo ill verfes, 
Ihould yetbefo wife to fet them forth as another man^s 
rather than his own \ though perhaps he might have 
made a better choice, and not fathered the baftard up- 
on fuch a perfon/whofe ftock of reputation is, I feai*, 
little enough for maintenance of his own numerous le- 
gitimate offspring of that kind. It would have been 
much lefs injurious, if it had pleafed the author to put 
forth fome of my writings under his own name, rather 
dian hit own under mine : he had been in that a more 
B 4 pardon<> 

• In 1656. 
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pardonable plagiary, and had done lefs wrong by ro6« 
bery, than he does by fuch a bounty 1 4br nobody can 
be juftified by the imputation even of another*s merit j 
and our own coarfe cloaths are like to become us better 
than thofe of another man> though never fo richM but 
thefe, to fay the truth, were fo beggarly, that I myfblf 
was afhamed to wear them. It was in vain for me, 
that I avoided cenfure by the concealment of my own 
writings, if my reputation could be thus executed 
in effigie \ and impoiHble it is for any good name to be 
in fafcty, if the malice of witches have the power to 
confume and deftroy it in an image of their own mak- 
ing. This indeed was fo ill made, and fo unlike, 
that I hope the charm took no effe6l. So that I cfleem 
myfelf lefs prejudiced by it, than by that which has 
been done to me flnce, almoll in the fame kind { whith 
is, the publication of fome things of mine without my 
confent or knowledge, and thofe fo mangled and im- 
perfedl, that I could neither with honour acknowledge, 
nor with honefty quite difavow 4hem* 

Of which fort, was a comedy called ** The Guar- 
** dian,'* printed in the year 1650 5 but made and 
a6led before the Prince, in his paflage through Cam- 
bridge towards York, at the beginning of the late un- 
happy war ; or rather neither made nor a6bed, but 
rough-drawn only, and repeated \ for the hafte was fo 
great, that it could neither be revifed or perfected by 
the author, nor learned without book by the actors, 
nor fet forth in any meafure tolerably by the officers of 
the college. After the reprefentation (which, I con- 

fefs. 
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^fefsy was fomewhat of the lateft) I began to look it 
•overy and -changed it very much, ftriking out fome 
"whole parts, as that of the poet and the foldier ; but 
"I have loft the copy, and dare not think it deferves the 
.pains to write it again, which makes rae omit it in this 
-publication, though there be fome things in it which I 
am not afliamed of, taking the excufe of my age and 
fmall experience in human converfation when I made 
it. But, as it is, it is only the hafty Hrft-fitting of a 
,pi£luce, and therefore like to refemble me accord- 
ingly. =* 

From this which has happened to myfelf, I began 
to refle6l on the fortune of almoft all writers, and efpe- 
.cially poets, whofe works (commonly printed after 
■ their deaths) we find ftufFed out, either with counter- 
feit pieces, like falfe money put in to fill up the bag, 
though it add nothing to the fum ; or with fuch, 
which, though of their own coin, they would have 
called in themfelvcs, for the bafcnefs of the allay : whe- 
ther this proceed from the indifcretion of their friends, 
who think a vaft heap of ftones or rubbiifh a "better mo- 
nument than a little tomb of marble ; or by the unwor« 
thy ayarice of fome ftationdrs, who are content to, di- 
minifh the value of the author, fo tliey may increafe 
the price of the book ; and, like vintners, with fopbif- 
ticate mixtures, fpbil the whole veflel of wine, to make 
it yield more profit. This has "been the cafe with 
Shakefpeare, Fletcher, Jonfon, and many others ; part 
of whofe poem's I (hould take the boldnefs to prune and 
lop away, if the /rare of replanting *^f!n in print did 
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belong to me : neither would I make any fcruple to cife% 
off from fome the unnecefTary young fucker s» and fror^ 
others the old withered branches ; for a great wit is no^ 
more tied to live in a vaft volume, than in a gigantic 
body ; on the contrary, it is commonly more vigorous^ 
the lefsfpace it animates. And, as Statius fays of lit* 
tie Tydeus *, 

** — Totos infufa per artus 
«* Major in exiguo regnabat corpore virtus.** 
I am not ignorant, that, by faying this of others, 1 
expofe myfelf to fome raillery, for not mng the fame 
fevere difcretion in my own cafe, whe^t concerns me 
nearer : But though I publifh here ^re than in ftnft 
wifdom I ought to have done, yet I have fuppreft and 
cafl away more than I publifh ; and, for the eafe of 
myfelf and others, have loft, I believe too, more than 
both. And upon thefe confiderations I have been per- 
fuadedto overcome all the juft repugnances of my own 
modcfty, and to produce thefe poems to the light and 
view of the world ; not as a thing that I approved of 
in itfelf, but as a lefs evil, which I chofe rather than to 
flay till it were done for me by fomebody elfe, either 
furreptitioufly before, or avowedly after, my death t 
■and this will be the more excufable, when the reader 
fhall know in what refpe6ls he may look upon me as a 
dead, or at leaft a dying perfon, and upon my Mufe in 
this a£lion, as appearing, like the Emperor Charles the 
Fifth, and aflifling at her own funeral* 

• 'ittt. Theb. lib. u j^$% 

For, 
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Vcr, to make myfelf abfolutely dead ia a poetical 
capacity, my refolution at preient is, never toexercife 
any more that faculty* It is, I confefs, but feldom 
feen that the poet 4ies before the man -y foe, when we 
0nce fall in love with that bewitciung art, we do not 
vfe to court it a» a miftrefs, but mairy it as a wi£6, and 
take it for better or worfe, as an infeparable compaaiott 
of our whole life. But, as the marriages of infants da 
but rarely profper, fo no man ought to wonder at the 
diminution or decay of my afEe6lion to poefy ; to which 
I had contra£ied myfelf £b much under age, and fo^ 
much to my own prejudice in regard oi^hofe more pro- 
fitable matches, which I might have mside anx>ng the 
richer fciences. As for the portion which this bringa 
of fame, it is an eftate (if it be any, for men are not 
oftener deceived in their hopes of widows, than in their 
opinion of, '< Exegi monumentum sere perennius— ""} 
that hardly ever comes in whilft we are living to enjoy 
it, but is a fantaftical kind of reverfion to our own: 
lelves : neither ought any man to envy poets this poft- 
bumous and imaginary happinefs, fince they find conw 
monly fo little in prefent, that it may be truly applied 
to them, which St. Paul fpeaks of the iirft Chriftians, 
" If their reward be in this life, they are of all men 
•* the mod miferablc." 

And, if in quiet and flouriftilng times they meet 
prith fo fmall encouragement, what arc they to cxpeft 
in rough and troubled ones ? If wit be fuch a plant,. 
that it fcarce receives heat enough to preferve- it alive 
(Tea in the fuipmer of our cpld cliniAte} how can it 
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choofe but wither in a long and a ffiarp winter ? A 
like J van on 5, and a tragical age ia be ft to write oP, 
tfforft to write in. And I Tnay, though tn a very- ly/i 
equal proportion, aO'ume that to myfelf, which wa^H 
fpoken by Tully to a much better perfon, upon occa ■ 
iion of the qivU wars and j-evolutions in his time; ** Se^::^ 
'* in te initiens, Bnite* dolco s ciijui3 in adolefcentiam,^ 
** per medias laudeSj quafi quadrigis vehentem^ txanf^ 
" verfa incurrit mifera foitima reipublicas *,' 
^^_ Neitfeer v3 the jirefent conilittition of my mind moi 
^^K proper than that of the times for this exercife, or rathi 
^^^ tiivertifejuent, iThere is nothing that requires fo mutl 
ferenity and chcarfulnefs of fpint ; ft muft not be Ci* 
iher ovei-whelmcd with the cares of Jife, or overcail 
with the clouds of melancholy and forrow, mr (hakeit 
and dillurbed with the ftorms of injuiious fortune i it 
mnfi:, like the halcyon j have fair weather to breed \%* 
The foul rauft be filled with bright and delightful 
idcasj when it undertakes to communicate delight t^M 
others 3 which is the main end of poefy. One may fefl 
through the ftyle of Ovid de Trilt. the humbled and 
dejefled condition of fpirit with which he wrote h^ 
there fcai ee remains any footllep of that geniuSi 
*« ^quem nee Jovis ira, nee ignes f i &c,"' 

The cold of the country had flrucken through all hid 
faculties^ 4nd benumbed tlie veiy feet of his verfi 
I He U himfelfi methinkSf like one of the ftories of ht| 

• Cic, de Clar. Oi-atori § 3Ji. 
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•wn Metamorphoiis ; and» though there remain' fome 
•weak refemblances of Ovid at Rome, it is but, as he 
fays of Niobe *, 

" In vultu color eft fine fanguine : lumina moeftis 
** Starit immota genis : nihil eft in imagine vivi.-^ 
- « Flettamen— •• 

The truth is; for a man to write well, it is neceflary to' 
be in good humour ; neither is wit lefs eclipfed with: 
the unquietnefs of mind, than beauty with the indifpo- 
fition of body. So that it is almoft as hard a thing to 
be a poet in defj^le of fortune, as it is in defpite .of 
nature. For my own part, neither my obligations to 
the Mufes, nor expectations from them, are fo great, 
as that J fliould fuffer myfelf on no confiderations to 
be divorced, or that I ihould fay like Horace f , 

** Quifquis erit vitae, fcribam, color," 
I (hall rather ufe his words in another place Xf 
** Vixi Camenis nuper idoneus, 
** £t militavi non fine gloria : 

** Nunc arma, defun£lumque hello 
** Barbiton hie paries habebit,'* 

And this refolution of mine does the more befit me, 
becaufe my defire has been for fome years paft (though 
the execution has been accidentally diveited) and does 
ftill vehemently continue, to retire myfelf to fome of 

• Metam. 1. vi. 304. 

•t* Hor. a Sat. i. 60. 

J 3 Csum. Odexxvi, «< Vixi B\iftllv%>* &v. 
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•eor AjBcrican [tlantafioes, not to fedc for goM, or 
«iiridi myfdf with tlM tnffic of thofe parts (whidi it 
die end of moft men tliat travel thither $ fo thatof thefii 
Indies it is truer than it was of the former, 

ft Imfiger estremos corrit aercator ad Indos, 

«« Per mare faupeiiem fbgiens^*)** 
but to ioMat this world for erar, with all die Tanitiet 
and Tezations of it, and to Vory myfelf there in feme 
^bicvre retreat (hut not widioiit the cooiblatien of let* 
ters and philoibphj) 

<< ObKtuTqiie meonmiy obliyifcendns & illis— f ** 
as my former author fpeaks too, who has enticed me 
here, I know not how, into the pedantry of this heap 
t)f Latin Sentences. And I think Dr. Donne^s Sun* 
^jal in a gra'ue is not more ufelefs and ridicnlousy 
than poetry woold be in tbait retirement. As this 
therefore is in a true (enfe a kind of death to the 
Mufes, and a real literal quitting of this world j fo» 
methinks, I may make a joft claim to the undoubted 
privilege of deceafed poets, which is, to be read with 
Aiore favour than the living ; 

^ Ttoti eft ut placeam tibi, perire %-" 

Haring been forced, for my own neceflary piftifica«> 
don, to trouble the reader with this long difcourfe of 
the mkm% why I trouble him alfo with att du reft of 

* Hor. I Ep. i. 45* 
t Hot* I Kp* xi. jj. 
/ Msurdsd» iib« viii* cp. €f • 

thft 
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die book ; I (hall only add fomewbat concerning the 
feveral parts of it, and fome other pieces, which I have 
thought fit to reje^l in this publication : as, firft, all 
thofe which I wrote at fchool, from the age of tea 
years, till after fifteen ^ for even fo far backward there 
remain yet ibnu traces of me in the little footfteps of a 
child ; which, though they were then looked upon as 
commendable extravs^aacies in a boy (men fetting a 
value upon any kind of fruit before the ufual feafon of 
it) yet I would be loth to be bound now to read them 
all over myfelf ; and therefore (hould do ill to expeft 
that patience from others. Befides, they have already 
paft through feveral editions, which is a longer life 
than ufes to be enjoyed by infants that are born before . 
the ordinary terms. They had the good fcMtime then 
to find the world fo indulgent (for, confidering the 
time of their production, who could be fo hard-hearted 
to be fevere ?} that I fcarce yet apprehend fo much to 
be cenlbred for them, as for not having made advances 
afterwards proportionable to the fpeed of my fetting 
out I and am obiiged too in a manner by difcretion to 
conceal and fupprefs them, as promifes and infhrunents 
under my own hand, whereby I ftood engaged for 
more than I have been able to perform $ in which truly' 
if I have failed, I have the real excuie of the honefteft 
Ibrt of bankrupts, which is, to have been made uafol- 
vable not fo much by their own negligence and ilU 
hnfl mn d r yy as by fbme notorious accidents and public 
difiiftecs. In the next |4ace, I have caft away all fuch 
at I wrote during the time of the late troubles^ 



/ 
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with any relation to the differences that caufed them 5 
as, among others, three books of the civil war itfclf^ 
reaching as far as the firft battle of Newbury, wher^-. 
the fucceeding misfortunes of the party ftopt the work. 

As for the enfuing book, it confifts of four * parts. 
The firft is a Mifcellany of feveral fubjcfts, and*fome 
of them made when I was very young, which it is per- 
haps fuperfluous to tell the reader: I know not by 
what chance I have kept copies of them 5 for they are 
but a very few in comparifon of thofe which I have 
loft ; and I think they have no extraordinary virtue in 
them, to deferve more care in prefervation, than was 
beftowed upon their brethren ; for which I am fo litde* 
concerned, that I am aihamed of the arrogaricy of the 
word, when I faid I bad loft them. 

The fecond, is called, " The Miftrefs >" or " Love- 
«* Verfes 5" for fo it is, that poets are fcarce thought 
frtcmen of their company, without-paying fome duties, 
and obliging themfelves to be true to love. Sooner or 
later they muft all pafs through that trial, like feme 
Mahometan monks, that are bound by their order, 
once at leaft in their life, to make a pilgrimage to 
Mecca : 
** In furias ignemque fuunt : amor omnibus idem f •*• 

* In the prefent colle6):ion, there 2xtfive parts; the 
firft of which contains the juvenile Poems mentioned 
in p. 15. Their hiftory may be .feen in the prefaces 
prefixed to them* N. 

f Virg, Gcorg. iii. 244, 

But 
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Biit we muft not always malce a judgment of their 
manners froth their writings of this kind ; as the Ro- 
manifts uncharitably do of Beza» for a iew lafeivioue 
fimnets compofed by him in his youth. It is not in 
this fenfe that poefy is faid to be a kind of p^ntiAg { 
it is not the pi6hire of the poet> but of things and per- 
fons imagined by him. He may be in his own practice 
anddifpofltionaphilofopheri nay a Stoic, and yet fpeak 
Sometimes with the foftnefs of an amorous Sappho, 

*• — — 'ferat & rubus aiper amomum ♦.*' 

He profefles too much the u(e of fables (though with-^ 
out the malice of deceiving) to have his teftimony 
taken even againft himfelf. Neither would I here be 
mifunderftood, as if I affe^led fo much gravity as to 
be afhamed to be thought really in love. On the con- 
trary, I canhot have a good opinion of any man, who 
is not at leaft capable of being fo. But I fpeak it to 
excufe fome espreifions (if fuch there be) which may 
happen to ofiend the feverity of fupercilious readers ? 
for much excefs is to be allowed in love, and even 
more in poetry ; f<9 we avoid the two unpai*donable vi* 
ces in both, wkieh are obfcenity and profanenefs, of 
which, I am fure, if my words^be ever guilty,, they have 
ill reprefented my thoughts and intentions. And if, 
notwtthftanding all this, the lightnefs of the matter 
here difpleafe an^ body, he may find wherewithal to 
content his more ferious inclinations in the weight and 
height of the enfuing arguments. 

♦ Virg. Eel. iii, 39. 
f Vol. I, g r<kt 
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Pofy at for the ** Pindaric Odes** (wliich is tl^ 
third partly I am in great doubt whether, they will Jfe 
nnderftood hj moUt readers $ nay* eren by very tai^oy 
who are well enough acquainted with the common roads 
and ordinaiy tra£U of poefy. They nther are, or at 
ieaft were meant to be^ of that kind of ftyle which 
Dion. Halicamafleus calls, Mtfa%»fui( tutl qK> furi 
htfirnrof^ and which he attributes to Alceus. The di» 
greilions are many, and fudden, and fometimes long», 
according to the faihion of all lyriques, and of Pindar 
above all men living : the figures are unuAial and 
bold, even to tomerity^ and fuch as I durft not hai« 
to do withal in any other kind of poetry : the numbers 
are various and irregular, and fometimcs (efpecially 
fome of the long ones) feem harfh and uncouth, if the ' 
juft meafures and cadences be not obferved in the pro* 
nunciation. So that almoft all their fweetnefs and nu»- 
merofity (which is to be found, if I miHake not, in 
the rougheft, if rightly repeated) lies in a manner 
wholly at the mercy of the reader. I have briefly dc^ 
fcribed the nature of thefe verfes, in the Ode intituled, 
«♦ The Refurreaion :" and though the liberty of them 
may incline a man to believe them eafy to be compofed^ 
yet the undertaker will find it otherwife— 

^^ — Ut fibi quivis 
" Speret idem^ fudet multum, fruftraque laboret. 
*' Auftts idem *• 

^ Hon A. P. 240. 

I come 
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Tcome now to the laft part, which is <* Davideis," 
or an heroical poem of the troubles of David t which I 
defigned into twelve books 5 not for. the tribes' fake, 
but after the pattern of our mailer Virgil j and in- 
tended to clofe all with that moft poetical and excellent 
elegy of David on the- death of Saul and Jonathan : 
for I had no mind to carry him quite on to his anoint- 
ing at Hebron 9 becaufe it is the cuftom of heroic poets 
(as we fee by the examples of Homer and Virgil, whom 
we /hotdd do ill to forfake to imitate others) never to 
come to the full end of their ftory : but only fo near, 
that every one may fee it 5 as men commonly play not 
out the game, when it is evident that they can win it, 
but lay down their cards, and take up what they have 
yrom TkiSj I fay, was the whole defign : in which 
there are. many noble and fertile arguments behind ; 
as the barbarous criielty of Sauj to the priefts at Nob ; 
the feveral flights and efcapes of David, with the man- 
per ofchts living in the Wildernefs 5 the funeral of Sa- 
muel; the love of Abigail 5 thefackingof Ziglag ; the 
lofs and recovery of David's wives from the Amalekites 
the witch qf Endor | the war with the Philiftines $ and 
the battle of Gilboa t all .which I meant to interweave 
upon feveraL oceafions) with moft of the illuftrious 
ftories of the Did Teftament, and to cmbelli/h with the 
moft remarkable antiquities of the Jews^ and of i>ther 
nations before or at that age* . 

But I have had neithei* leifure hitherto, nor have ap- 
petite, ftt prcf^t, to finiih.the work> or fo much as t^ 
C. % revife 



revife that part which is done, with that care which I 
refolvcdto beftow upon it, and which the dignity of the 
matter well deferves. For what worthier fubjeft cooid 
have been chofen, among all the treafuries of paft 
time5i, than the life of this yonng prince 5 who, from 
fo fmall beginnings, through fiich infinite troubles and 
oppofitions, by fuch miraculous virtues and excellen- 
cies, and with fuch incomparable variety of wonderful * 
actions and accidents, became the greateft monarch 
that ever fat on the mod famous throne of the whole 
eaith ? Whom fhould a poet more juftly feelt to honoury 
than the higheft perfon who -ever honoured his profef- 
fion ? whom a Chriftian poet, rather than the man af- 
ter God^s own heart, and the man who had that facred 
pre-eminence above all other princes, to be the beft and 
mightieft of that royal race from whence Chrift him** 
felf, according to the ftefhy-difdained not to defcend t 

When I confider this, asd how many other .bright 
and magnificent fubje6ls of the . like nature the liol^ 
Scripture affords and proffers, as it were, to poefy ^ in 
the wife managing and illuftrating whereof the glory 
of God Almighty might be joined with t^e £ngul^ 
utility and nobleft delight <}f mankind $ it is not with- 
out grief and indignation that I behold that divine 
fcience employing all her inexhatifKble richet of wit 
and eloquence, either in the wicked and beggarly flat- 
tery of great perfons, or the unmanly idolizing of 
foolifh women, or the wretched affe£l;ation of fcurril 
iaughter, or at befl on the confufed antiquated dreams 

of 
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pffenfelefs fables and metamorphofes. <Amongft all 
holy and confecrated thing^^ which the devil ever dole 
md alienated from the fervice of the Deity ; as altars, 
templesy facrifices, prayers, and the like; there is 
none tha^ be fo univerfally, and fo long, ufurpt, as 
poetry .V It is time to recover it out of the tyrant's 
hands, and to itftofe it to the kingdom of God, who 
is the father of it. It is time to baptize it in Jordan, 
foi^'it wiH never become clean by bathing in the v^rater 
ofDamafcus. There wants, methmks, but the con- 
yerOon of that, and the Jews, for the accomplifhment 
cf thtf kingdom of Chrift. And as* men, before their 
receiving of the faith, do not without fome carnal re- 
lu6lancies apprehend the bonds and fetters of it, but 
find it afterwards to be the tiueft and grcatcft liberty : 
It will fare no otherwife with this art, after the rege- 
neration of it 5 .^t will meet with wonderful variety of 
new, more beautiful, and more delightful objefts ; nei- 
ther will it want roofn, by being confined to heaven. 

' There is not fo great a lye to be found in any poet, 
as the vulgar conceit of men, that lying is effential to 
good poeti'y. Were there^ never fo wholefome nonrifh- 
ment to be had (but alas ! it breeds notbSng but dif- 
eafes) out of thefe boafted feafts of love and fables ; 
yet, metliinks, the unalterable continuance' of the diet 
ihould make us naufeat^ it : for it is almofl impofHble 
to ferve up any hew difli of that kind. They aie all 
but the cold-meats of the ancients, new-heated, and new 
fct forth. I do not at all wonder that the old poets 
C 3 mads 
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I am far from aiTuming to myfelf to Kave fulfilled the 
duty of this weighty undeitaking : but fure I am, there 
is nothing yet in our language (nor perhaps in any) 
that is in any degree anfwerableto the idea that I con- 
ceive of it. And I ihall be ambitious of no other fhih 
from this weak and imperfefl attempt of mine, but the 
opening of a way to thte courage tnd induftry of fome 
other perfons, who may be better able to perform it 
thoroughly and fuccefsfuUy. 
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BOOKSELLER* S ADVERTISEMENT 

T O 

THE EDITION OP 1674. 

THE following Poems of Mr. Cowlc;y being mticb 
enquired after, and very fcarce (the Town hardly 
affording one Book, though it hath been four times 
printed) we thought this tf th edition could not fail of 
being well received by the world. We prefume one 
reafon why they were omitted in the laft colle6lion, 
was, becaufe the propriety of this copy belonged not 
to the fanke perfon that publiihed thofe : but the recep- 
tion they had found appears by the feveral impreffions 
through which they had pafTed. * We dare not fay they 
are equally perfeft with thofe written by the Author 
in his riper years, yet certainly they are fuch as deferve 
not to be buned in obfcurity. We prefume the Au- 
Ih4>r*t judgmeat of them is moft resUbnable to appeal 
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to i and you will find him (allowing grains of modefty) 
give them no fmall chara6ler« His words are in the 
6th page of his Preface before his former publiihed 
Pocgnts ♦. . 

You find our excellent Author likcwife mentioning 
and reciting part of thefe Poems, in his " Several Dif- 
*• courfes by-way of EfTays in Verfe^uid Profe^in the 
« nth Difcourfe treatyig of himfelf." Thefe we fup- 
pofe a- fufficient authority for our reviving them ; and 
fure there is no ingenuous Reader to whom the fmalleft 
remains of Mr. Cowley will be unwelcome. His 
Poems are everywhere thi copy of his niind^ fb thstt 
by this fupplement to his other volume you have the 
pi£lure of that fo defervedly eminent man from almoft 
his childhood toiiis lateft years, the' bud aivd bloom of 
his Spring ; the warmth of his Summer ; the richnefs 
and perfe6lion of his Autumn. But, for the Reader^s 
further curiofity,^we rifcr him to the Author's follow- 
ing Preface to them^ publiihdd by himfelf. 

* :8eedie Auth<Mr*«Pr^ace above, p. ^5. 
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TO THE 

KigfatiHonovrabltf aadRigkt Reverenfl FaOier in^God, 

.J O H N 

Lord Bifiiop of Lixcolu, and Htzn^fWiflmifrfttr.. 

* MY LORD, 

IM I GB T well feaa-, left thcfe my rude and \inpo- 
lifhed lines fliould offend your honoxirable fiirvey $ 
but that I hope yotir Noblenefs v^ill rather fmile at the 
faults committed by a Chird, than cenfure them. How- 
foever I defire your Lordihip^s pardon, for prefenting 
things fb unwortiiy to your view ; and to accept die 
|;ood-wiI] of him, who in all duty is bound to be 

Your'Lordfliip's 

mo%. humble fer^nt, 

ABRAHAM COWLEY* 
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THE 
AUTHOR'S PREFACE/ ;* 

T O H I $ 

JUVENILE JP O E M*S. 

READER (I know not yet whether gentle or no) 
fome, I know, have been angry (I dare so^afuml^ 
the honoi^- of their envy) at my poetical boldnefsy and 
blamed in mine, what commends other fruits,' earlii)ef(»;r 
others, who are either of a weak faith, or ftrong^ma^' 
lice, have thought me like a pipe, which never Ibund^ 
but when it is blowed in, and read me, not at^^Abca- ' 
bam Cowley, but Authorcm AnonyAium. To tbe firib 
I anfwer, that it is an envious froft which nips the 
blofToms, becaufe they appear quickly : to the latter^ 
that he is the worft homicide who ftrites to murder.an- 
other's fame i to both, that it is a ridiculous folly to 
condemn or laugh at the liars, becaufe the moon and 
fun flJne brighter. The fmall fiit I have is rather 
blown than extingui/hed by this Wind. For the itch of 
Poefyi by ^eing angered, increafeth 5 by rubbings 
fpreads farther ; which appears iif that I have ventured 
upon this Third Edition, What though it be negleft- 
cd ? It is notji^ I am fure, the fiift be^k which hath 

li£;hted 



AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 19 

lighted tobacco, or been employed by cooks and grocers. 
If in all men's judgments it fufFcr (hipwreck, it fliall 
fon«thing c^nten^ me, that it hath pleafed myfelf and 
the Bookfeller. la it you fhall find one argument (and 
I hope I (hall need no more) to confute unbelievers : 
which is, that as mine age, and confequently experience 
(which is y«t but littk) hath increafed, fo they have 
not left my Pdefy flagging behind them. I Aiould nbt 
be ai|gry to fee any one bum my Piramus and Thiibe, 
nay, I would do it myfelf, but that I hope a pardon 
tnay eafily be gotten fdt the errors of ten years age. 
My Confkmtius and^hiletus confefleth me two years 
older when T writ it. The reft were made fmce, upon 
feveral odcaiions, and perhaps do not belye the time of 
their birth. Such as they are, they were created by 
me : but their fkte lies in your hands ;' it is only you 
can effeft, that neither the Bookfeller repent himfelf of 
his charge in printing them, nor I of my labour in com- 
' pofing them. Faiewel* 

A. COWLEY* 
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TO THE READER;.- 



ICaird the bufkinMrnufe Melpomene, * ^ 

And told her what fad ftofy I would Virrite i ■ , 
She wept at hearing Cvtch a tragedy, « 

Though wont in mournful ditdes to delight. 
If thou diillke th'efe foirowful lines, then know 
My Mufe with tears, not with conceits, did flow.: 

And as fhe my.unabler quill. did guide. 
Her briny teai-s did on the paper fall j . 
If then unequal numbers be efpied. 
Oh, Reader ! do not that my error call 5 

But think her tears defacM jt, and blame tbtn. 

My Mufes' grief, and not my miHUng pen. 



ABRAHAM COWLRV. 
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IS IN G two conftant layers' various' fate». 
The hopes and fears that equally attend 
Their loves ; their rivals' envy, parents' hate:: 
I fmg their woeful life and tragic end. 

Aid me, ye gods, this ftory ta rehearfe, . 
This mournful tale, and favour ever}' verfe ! : 

Ih Florence, for her ftately buildings famM, 

And lofty roofs that emulate, the flcy. 

There dwelt a lovely maid,.Conftantia.nam'dj, 

Fam'd for the beauty of all Italy. 

Her, lavifh Nature did .at firft adorn. 
With Pallas' foul in Cytherea's form : 

And, framing her attra6bive eyes fo bright,. 

Spent all her wit in ihidy, that.they might 

Keep earth from .chao» and eternal night; 

But envious death deftroy'd their glorious light.. 
£xpe& not beauty then, iince (he did part ; , 
For in her Nature wafted all .her art. 

Her hafr was^brighter than the beams which are. 

A crown to Phcebus; and her breath fo fweet. 

It did tranicend Arabian odours- far, 

Or fmelling flowers, wherewith the ipring dotb greet 
Approaching fummer % teeth, like falling (now 
For white, were placed in a double row. 
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Her wit, excelling praife, even all admire % 
Her fpeech was fo attraftive it might be 
A caufe to raife the mighty Pallas' ire, 
iUid fUr up envy from that deity* 

The maiden lilies at her fight 

Wax'd pale with envy, and from thence grew white. 

She was in birth and parentage as high 

As in her fortune great or beauty rare j 

And to her virtuous mind's nobility 

The gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were j 
That in her fpotlefs foul and lovely face 
You might have feen each deity and grace* 

The fcomful boy Adonis, viewing her, 
Would Venus ftill defpife, yet her defire ; 
Each who but faw, was a competitor 
And rival, fcorch'd alike with Cupid's fire. 

The glorious beams of her fair eyes did movei 
And light beholders on their way to love. 

Among her many fuitors, a young knight, 

'Bove others wounded with the majefty 

Of her fair prefence, prelTeth moft in fight ; 

Yet fekiom his defirc can fatisfy 

With that bleft objedk, or her rarenefs fee | 
For beauty*s guard is watchful jealoufy» 

Oft times, that he might fee his deareft fair. 
Upon his ftately jennet he in th' way 
Rides by her houfe ; who neighs, as if he were 
Proud to be view'd by bright Conftantia* 

But his poor mader, though to fee her more 
His joyi dares ihew no look betn^iog love* 

SooB 
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Soon as the morning left her rofy bed. 
And all heaven's fmaller lights were driven away. 
She, by her friends and near acquaintance led. 
Like other maids, would walk at break of day : 
Aurora blufhM to fee a fight unknown. 
To behold cheeks more beaateous than her own. 

Th' obfequious lover follows ftill her train, 
And where they go, that way his journey feigns : 
Should they tui'n back, he .would turn back again ; 
For with his love, his bufmefs does remain. 
Nor is it ftrange he fhould be loth to part 
From her, whofe eyes had ftole away his heart. 

Philetus he was caird, fprung from a race 
Of noble anceftors ; but greedy Time 
And envious Fate had laboured to deface 
The glory which in his great ftock did /lilne : 

Small his eftate, unfitting her degree ; 

But "blinded Love could no fuch difili ence fee. 

Yet he by chance had hit his heart ailght. 
And cTipt his arrow in Conflantla's eyes, 
Blowing a fire that would defiroy him quite, 
Unlefs fuch flames within her heart fhould rile. 
But yet he fears, becaufe he blinded is. 
Though he have ihot him- right, her heart he 'II mlCa, 

Unto Love's altar tlierefore he repairs, 

And of&rs up a pleafing facrifice } 

Intreadng Cupid, with inducing prayers. 

To look upon and eafe his miferies ; 
Where having wept, recovering breath again. 
Thus to immoi:tal Love he did compUm ; 
Vol.. I. ' ' D *^ 0\ 
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*« Oh mighty Cupid ! whofe onbouiKfed fway, 

" Hath often rul'd th* Olympian thunderer 5 

** Whom all coeleftial deities obey j 

** Whom men and gods both reverence and fear ! 
** Oh force Conftantia's heart to yield to love I 
" Of all thy works the mafter-piece *twill prove. 

** And let tm hot affe6lion vainly fpend^ 
'< But kindle flames in her like thbfe in me 3 
** Yet if that gift my fortune doth tranfccnd, 
«* Grant that her charming beauty I may fee ! 
** For ever view thofe eyes, whofe charming light, 
*^ More than theworld befides, does pleaf^ my fight. 

♦* Thofe who contemn thy facred deity, 
•« Laugh at thy power, make them thine anger know : 
*^ I faultleis am ; what honour can it be, 
« Only to wound your flave, and fpare your foe ?" 
Here tears and fighs fpeak his imperfe6b moan. 
In language far more moving than his own. 

Home he retired, his foul he brought not home } 
Juft like a (hip, while evdry mounting wave 
Tofs'd by enraged Boreas up and down. 
Threatens the mariner with a gaping grave ; 
Such did his cafe, fuch did his ftate appear. 
Alike diftra^ed between hope and fear. 

Thinking her love he never (hall obtain. 

One mom he haunts the woods, and doth complain 

Of his unhappy fate, but all in vain ; 

And thus fond Echo anfwers him again : 
Jt mov^d Aurora, and (he wept to hear, 
n-.,«;„^ the verdant gin£i swWtl itoift^ t tsair. 
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** OH! what hath causM my killing miferiea?" 
" Eyes," Echofaid. "What hath detained my eafe ?*• 
** Ease,** firaight the reafonable nymph replies. 
** That nothing can my troubled mind appeafe ?" 
** Peace," Echo anfwers. " What, is any nigh ?" 
« Philetus faid, (he quickly utters, « !•" 
II. 
« Is 't Echo anfwers ? tell me then thy will :" 
" I WILL," fhe faid, " What (hall I get," (ays he, 
" By loving (Ull ?" To which (he anfwers, «« III." 
«« 111 ! Shall I void of wiihM-for pleafures die r' 
« I." <« Shall not I, who toil in ceafelefs pain, 
** Some pleafure know ?" No," (he replies again, 
III. 
*< Falfe and inconftant nymph, thou lyeil !" faid he ; 
" Thou lybst," (he faid j " Andl deferv'd her hate, 
" If I (hould thee believe." " Believe," faith (he. 
** For why ? thy idle words are of no weight." 
" Weight," (he anfwers. " Therefore I "W depart." 
To which refounding Ecba anfwers,, " Par.t," 

THEN from the woods with wounded heart he goes. 
Filling with legions of fre(h thoughts his mind. 
He quarrels with himfelf, becaufe his woes 
Spring from himfelf, yet can no medicine find ; 
He weep8 to quench the fires^ that bum in Kvnv, 
But team do fall to th' earth, ftamu 9^t^ Vv^vew* 
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No morning-banifhM darknefs, nor black night 
By her alternate courfe expeU'd the day, 
In which Philetus by a conftant rite 
At Cupid^s altars did not weep and pray ; 
And yet he nothing reapM for all his pain. 
But care and forrow was his only gain. 

But now at laft the pitying God, o'ercome 
By conftant votes and tears, fixM in her heart 
A golden (haft, and (he is now become 
A fuppliant to Love, that with like dart 

He M >yound Philetus j does with tears implore 
Aid from that power (he fo much fcorn'd before. 

Little (he thinks (he kept Philetus' heart 
In her fcorch'd breaft, becaufe her own (he gave 
To him. Since either fuffers equal fmart. 
And a like meafure in their torments have : 

His foul, his griefs, his fires, now her's are grown t 
Her heart, her mind, her love, is his alone. 

Whilft thoughts 'gainlt thoughts rife up in mutiny^ 
She took a lute (being far from any ears) 
And lun'd this fong, pofmg that harmony 
Which poets attribute to heavenly fpheres. 

Thus had (he fung when her dear love was (lain. 
She 'd furely call'd him back from Styx again. 



t Uil 
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THE SONG. 

I. 

T O whom ftial! I my forrows fliow ? 

Not to Love, for he is blind : 
And my Philctiis doth not know 

The inwaid torment of my mind* 
And all the fenfelefs walls, which, are 
Now roimd about mc, cannot hear ; 

Ft, if they could, they fure would weep. 

And with my griefs relent : 
Unlefs their willing tears they keep, 

Tii I from earth am fent. 
Then ^ believe they '11. all deplore 
My fat^, iince 1 taught them before* 

III. 
I willingly would weep 'my ftbre. 

If th' flood would land thy love, 
My dear Philetus, on the (hore 

Of my heart ; but, fhould'ft. thou pxovfi 
Afraid of flames, know the fires are 
But bonfires for thy coming there. 

THEN tears in envy of her fpeech did flow 
From her fair eyes, as if it feemM that there 
Her burning flame had melted hills of fnow. 
And fo diflblv'd them into-many a tear; 
Which,. Nilus-like, did quickly overflow. 
And quickly caused new ferpent griefs to grow. 

D 3 Ylfct^ 



ftay, my Mufe 5 for if I ihould recite 
mournful langvag^ I ihould make you weep 
i her, a flood, and fo not fee to write 
h lines as I, and th* age requires, to keep 
.Vie from ftem death, or wtdi vi^orious rhyme 
Revenge their maftcr's death, :and conquer Time. 

y this time, chance and his own induftry 
fad help'd Philetus forward, that he gi*ew 
Acquainted with her brother, fo that he . 
Might, by this means, his bright Conftantia view j 
And, as time ferv'd, ihew'd her his mifery : 
This was the firft a6l in his tragedy. 

Thus to himfelf, footh'd by his flattering ftate. 
He faid $ << How fhall I thank thee for this gain, 
•* O Cupid ! or reward my helping fate, 
•* Which fweetens all my forrows, all my pain? 
** What hufljandman would any pains rcfufe, 
" To reap at laft fuch fruit, his labour's ufe ?" 

But, when he wifely weighed his doubtful ftate. 
Seeing his griefs linkM like an endlefs chain 
To following woes, he would when *twas too late 
Quench his hot flames, and idle love difdain. 
But Cupid, when his heart was fet on fire. 
Had burnt his wings, who could not then retire 

The wounded youth and kind Philocrates 
(So was her brother call'd) grew foon fo dear. 
So true and conftant in their amities. 
And in that league fo ftri6lly joined were. 
That death itfclf could not their friendihip fe 
J^i/r, as they Jiv'd in love, they died together 
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3ne be melancholy, th' other 's fad j 
Dne be Tick, the other 's Airely ill j 
id if Philetus any forrow had, 
llocrates was partner in it ftill : 
'ylades' foul, and mad Oreftes', was 
n thcfe, if we believe Pythagoras. 

t in the woods Philetus walks, and there 
claims againft his fate, fate too unkind : 
ith fpe^king tears his griefs he doth declare, 
d with fad fighs inftru£ls the angry wind 
To iigh ; and did ev^n upon that prevail ; 
t groan'd to hear Philetus* mournful tale. 

e cryftal brooks, which gently run betyveen 

e ihadowing trees, and, as they through them pafs. 

Iter the earth and keep the meadows green, 

ang a colour to the verdant grafs, 

bearing Philetus tell his woeful ftate, 

n (hew of grief run murmuring at his fate. 

lomel anf^ers him again, and (hews, 

her bell language, her fad hiftory, 

d in a mournful fweetnefs tells her woes, 

nying to be pps'd in mifcry : 

^onftantia he, (he Tereus, Tereus, cries j 

yithhim both grief, and grief* sexpreflion, vies. 

iocrates muft needs his i*adnefs know, 
lling in ills, as well as joys, to (hare, 
r will on them the nam? of friends beftow, 
10 in light fpoit, not fon'ow, partners are. 
Vho. leaves to guide the ihip when ftorms arife, 
s guilty both of (in and cowardice^ 
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But when his noble friend perceivM that he 
Yielded to tyrant paffion more and more, 
Defirous to partake his malady, 
He watches him, in hope to cure his fore 

JSy counfel, and recall the poifonous dart^ 

When it, alas ! was fixed in his heart. 

When in the woods, places beft fit for care. 

He to himfelf did his paft griefs recite, 

Th' obfequious friend ftrait follows him, and there " 

Doth hide himfelf from fad Philetus' fight ; 

Who thus exclaims (for a fwoln heart would break.. 
If it for vent of forrow might not Ipeak) : 

** Oh ! I am loft, not in this defart wood, 
** But in Love's pathlefs labyrinth ; there I 
** My health, each joy and pleafure counted good, 
** Have loft, and, which is more, my liberty j 
** And now am forc'd to let him facrifice 
" My heart, for rafli believing of my eyes. 

" Long have I ftaid, but yet have no relief;. 

" Long have I lov'd, yet have no favour (hown ; 

*' Becaufe (he knows not of my killing grief, 

** And I have fear'd to make my forrows known* 
** For why, alas ! if ft\e fhould once but dart 
" Difdainful looks, 'twould break my captiv'd heart* 

«* But how fhoiild (he, ere I impart my love, 
*' Reward my ardent flame with like defire ? 
"But when I fpeak, if fhe fliould angry prove, 
" Laugh at my flowing tears, and fcom my fire ? 
'* Why, he who hath all forrows borne before,, 
'^Necdeth not fear to be oppreft wilVv more.** 
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Philocrates no longer can forbear, 
Runs to Ms friend, and fighing, " Oh !'* faid he, 
*' My dear Philctus ! be thyfelf, and fwear 
** To rule that paflion which now mafters thee, 
" And all thy reafon ; but> if it can't be, 
" Give to thy love but eyes, that it may fee/* 

Amazement ftnkes him dumb ; what fhalt he do ? 
Should he reveal his love, he fears 'twould prove 
A hindrance ; and, (hould he deny to (how. 
It might perhaps his dear friend's anger move : 
Theft doubts, like Scylla and Charybdis, ftand> 
Whilft Cupid, a blind pilot, doth command. 

At laft refolvM ; « How fliall I feek,'" faid he, 

** T' excufe myfelf, deareft Philocrates f 

<* That I from thee have hid this fecrecy ? 

'* Yet cenfurc not 5 give mefirft leave to eafe [known^ 
** My cafe with words : my grief you. ihould have 
** Ere this, if that my heart had been my own. 

** I am all love 5 my heart was burnt with fire 
** From two bright funs, which do all Ifght difclofe ; 
** Firft kindKng in my bread the flame Defirc : 
** But, like the rare Arabran bird, there rofe 

** From my heart's aflies never-queqched Love,. 

*« Which now this torment m my foul doth move* 

** Oh ! let not then my paflibn caufe your hate,, 
** Nor let my choice offend you> or detain 
*« Your ancient friendfhip ; 'tis alas too late 
*' To call my firm afFe£(ion back again : 

«* No pHyfick can re-cure my weakened ft&te^ 
<« Tbt wound h gumtk too great^ too ^tgftt^^^* 
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** But counfel," faid his friend^ ** a remedy 
«* Which nev^r fails the patient, may at les^ft, 
** If not quite heal your mind's infirmity, 
** AfTwage your torment, and procure fome reft. 
*' But there is no phyfician can apply 
** A. medicine ere he know the malady." 

*« Then he^ me,'' faid Philetus ; "but why? Stay, 

** I will not toil thee with my hiftory } 

** For to remember fonrows ps^ away, 

** Is to renew an old calamity. 

<' He who acquainteth others with his moan, 

" Adds to his friend^s grief, but not cures his own/* 

« But,'\faid Philocratcs, " 'tis befl:, in woe, 
•* To have a faithful partner of their care j 
** That burden may be undergone by two, 
** Which is perhaps too great for one to bear. 
" I flipuld miftruft your love, to hide from me 
•« Your thoughts, and tax you of inconftancy.'* 

What ihall he do ? or with ^itrhat lan|;uage frapK 

Excufe ? He.muft refolve not to deny, 

But open his clofe thoughts and inward flanie^ 

With that, as prologue to his tragedy. 
He iigh'd, as if they M cool iiis torments' ire. 
When they, alas ! did blow t^e raging fire. 

«« When years firft ftyl'd me twenty, I began 
<< To fport with catching fnares that Love had (et s 
" Like birds that flutter round the gin, till ta'en, 
** Or the poor.fly caught in Arachne's net, 
*« E«ai/o i i]^rtcd with hcr.beauty's light, 
^' TiJl I at J9^ m^ Xfy^i vi^ too mu^ Bgku 
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«' Firft it came ftealing o» me, whilft I thought 

** 'Twas eafy to repel it j but as fire, 

** Though but a fpaik, foon into .flames is brought, 

** So mine grew great, and quickly mounted higher ; 
** Which fo have fcorqh'd my love-ftruck foul, that I 
«* Still live in torment, yet each minnte die." 

<* Who is it," faid Philocrates, <* can jpjove 
** With charming eyes fuch deep affection ? 
** I may perhaps aflift.you in your love 5 
** Two can effe6l more than yourfelf alone. 
** My counfel this thy error may reclaim, 
** Or my fait tears quench thy deftru6live flame." 

** Nay," faid Philetus, " oft my eyes do flow 
<< Like Nilus when it fcorns th\oppofed (hores 
«* Yet all the watery plenty I beftow, 
** Is to my flame an oil that fee4s it more. 
** So fame reports o* th* Dodonean fpring, 
" That lightens all thofe which are put therein. 

** But, being you defire to know her, fjie 
** Is called (with that Jiis eyes let fall a fliower, 
*^ As if thisy fain would drown the memory 
«* Of his life-keeper's name) Conftantia— " More 
Grief would not let him utter ; tears, the beft 
Expreflers of true forrow, fpoke the refl. 

To which his noble friend did thus reply : 
** And w^s this all ? Whatever your grief would eafe, 
*< Though a far greater Ulk, believe *t, for thee 
^< It (houid be fooa done by Philocrates : 

<' Think all you wi(h peiformM } but fee, the day, 
«« Tir*d»ritkij»ii«^t|^U haftijag aqn? jtsw.^ V^ 
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Home from the filent woods night bids them go 
But fad Philetus can no comfort find ; 
What in the day he fears of future woe. 
At night in dreams, like truth, affrights his min 
Why doft thou vex him, Love ? Could'ft thou I 
Thou would'ft thyfelf Philetus' rival be* 

Philocrates, pitying his -doleful moan, 
And wounded with the forrows of his friend. 
Brings him to fair Conllantia ; where alone 
He might impart his love, and either end 
His fruitlefs hopes, nipt by her coy difdain. 
Or, by her liking, his wifht joys attain. 

*' Fairefl,*" faid he, ** whom the bright heavens do 
" Do not thefc tears, thefe fpeaking tears, defpii 
'* Thefe heaving fighs of a fubmiffive lover, 
*< Thus ftruck to th' cartl^ by your alt-dazzling < 
** And do not you contemn that ardent flame, 
** Which from yourfelf, your own fair beauty, 

<« Truft me, I long have hid my love 5 but now 
** Am forcM to fhow *t, fuch rs my inward fmar 
'* And you alone, fair Saint! the means^ do know 
** To heal the wound of my confiiming heart. 
" Then, fmce it only in your power doth lie 
« To kill or fave, Oh I- help, or ehe I die." 
His gently cruel love did thus reply $ 
^ I for your pain am grieved, and would do,, 
** Without impeachment of ray chaftity 
*' And honour, any thing might pleafure you% 
♦* But, if beyond thofe limits you demand, 
'^ / muH not anfwer, Sir, nor underftaod^"*' 
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** Believe me, virtuous maiden I my defire 
** Is chafte and pious as thy virgin thought f 
** No flafli of luft, 'tis no difhoneft fire, 
** Which goes as foon as it was quickly brought j 

** But as thy beauty pure ; which let not be 

** Eclipfed by difdain and cruelty I" • 

«« Oh ! how fliall I reply ?" (he cry'd, *« thou 'ft won 
" My foul, and therefore take thy viftory : 
** Thy eyes and fpeeches have my heart o'ercomei 
" And if I fhould deny thee love, then I 
" Should be a tyrant to myfelf : that fire 
** Which is kept clofe burns with the greateft ire. 

" Yet do npt count my yielding lightnefs, now 5 

** Impute it rather to my ardent love ; 

** Thy pleafing carriage won me long ago, 

*« And pleading beauty did my liking move ; f might 
** Thy eyes, which draw like loadftones with their 
** The haideft hearts, won mine to leave me quite." 

** Oh ! I am rapt above the reach,'' faid he, 
•* Of thought J my foul already feels the blifs [thee 
** Of heaven : when. Sweet, my thoughts once tax but 
** With any crime, may I Ibfe all happinefs 

" Is wifh'd for : both your favour here, and de^d, 
*' May the juft gods pour vengeance on my head 1" 

Whilft he was fpeaking this (behold their fate 1) 
Conftantia's father entered in the room, 
When glad Philetus, ignorant of his ftate, 
KiiTes her cheeks^ more red than fetting funi 
Or elfe the morny blufliing througjx clo\id^ ^€ ^^Xsn% 
To fee afcending Sol congratuUxft Vv^v» 
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Juft as the guilty prifbner fearful &znd», 
Reading his fatal Theta in the brows 
Of him who both his life and death commands, ^ 
Ere from his mouth he the fad fentence knows : 
Such was his ftate to fee her father come. 
Nor wiihM-for, nor expe6led| in the room. 

Th* enraged old man bids him no more to dare 
Such bold intrufion in that houfe, nor be 
At any time with his lov*d daughter there. 
Till he had given him fuch authority : 

But to depart, fince ihe her love did fhew hina. 
Was living death, with lingering torments to him* 

This being known to kind Philocrates, 
He chears his friend, bidding him baniih fear> 
And by fome letter his grievM mind appeafe. 
And (hew her that which to her friendly car 
Time gave no leave to tell : and thus bis ^uiU 
Declares to her the abfent lover's will. 



THE LETTER. 

PhILSTVS t6 C0!l8TANTIA. 

I TRUST, dear foul, my abfence cannot move 
You to forget or doubt rtiy ardent love ;. 
For, were there any means to fee you, I 
Would run through death, and all the iiiifety 
Fate could infli£^' ; that To the world mi^ht &f. 
In life and deaib J lov'd Conftahtia. 
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Then let not, deareft Sweet, our abftnce part 
Our loves, but each breaft keep the other's heart; 
Give warrfith to one another, till there rife 
From all our labours and our induftriesf 
The long«expe6ted fruits : have patiehce. Sweet, 
There 's no man whom the fummer pleafures greet 
Before he tafte the winter ; nonfe can fay. 
Ere night was gone, he faw tize rifmg day. 
So, when we once have-wafted forrow's night. 
The fun of comfort then fhall give us light. 

PHILETUS. 

This, when Conftantia read, (he thought her ftate 

Moft happy, by Philetus' conftancy 

And perfeft love : flie thanks her flattering fate, 

KiiTes the paper, till with kifling fhe 
The welcome chara^ers doth dull and (bin : 
Then thus with ink and tears writes back again« 

CONSTANTIA TO PhILETUS* 

y O U R abfence. Sir, though it be long, yet I 

Neither forget nor doubt your conftancy. 

Nor need you fear that I (hould yield unto 

Another, what to your true love is due* 

My heart is yours i it is not in my claim^ 

Nor have I power to take it back again. 

There *s nought but death can part our fouls | no timej^ 

Or angry friends, fliall make my love decline f 
But for the harveft of our hopes I 'li ftay^ , 

Unleft death cut it| ere *ti8 ripe, away. 
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Oh ! how this letter feem'd to raifc his pride ! 
Prouder was he of this than Phaeton, 
When he did Phoebus* flaming chariot guide^ 
Unknowing of the danger was to come : 

Prouder than Jafon, when from Colchos he 

ReUimed with the fleece's viftory. 

But ere the autumn, which fair Ceres crown'd. 
Had paid the fweating plowman"'s greedieft prayer t 
And by the fall difrob'd the gaudy ground 
Of all thofe ornaments it us'd to wear ; 
Them kind Philocrates t' each other brought. 
Where they this means t'enjoy their freedom wrought. 

*< Sweet fair-owe," faid Philetus, " fmce the time 
*' Favours our wifli, and does afford us leav« 
** T' enjoy our loves ; oh, let us not rcfign 
"•• This long' d- for favour, nor ourlelves bereave 
** Of what we wifh'd for, Opportunity, 
" That may too foon the wings of love out-fly! 

<* For when your father, as his cuflom is, 
" For pleafure doth purfue the timorous hare, 
** If you '11 refort but thither, I'll not mils 
** To be in thofe woods ready for you, where 
" We may depait in fafety, and no more 
** With dreams of pleafure only, heal our fore." 

To this the happy lovers foon agree 5 
But, ere tihey part, Philetus begs to hear. 
From hct inchanting voice's melody^ 
One fong, to fatisfy his longing «ar« 
She yields $ and, finging added to defire, 
The Widening youth increased hx% amorous fire* 
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But, ere the fun through many days had run, 
Conftantia*s charming beauty had overcome 
Guifardo's heart, and fcornM afFeftion won ; 
Her eyes foon conquered all they (hone upon, 

Sliot through his wounded heart fuch hot defire, 

Asnotliing but her love could quench the fire. 
In roofs which gold and Paria^ ftone adorn 
(Proud as the owner's mind) he did abound j 
In fields fo fertile for their yearly corn, 
As might contend with fcorch'd Calabria's ground^ 

But in his foul, that fhould contain the ftore 

Of fureft riches, he was bafe and poor. 

Him was Conftantia urgM continually, 
By' her friends, to love : fometimes they did intreat 
With gentle fpeeches and mild courtefy 5 
Which when they fee defpis'd by her they threat. 
But love too deep was feated in her heart. 
To be worn-out with thlought of any fmart. 

Soon did her father to the woods repair. 
To feek for fport, and hunt the ftarted game j 
Guifardo and Philocrates were there. 
With many friends too tedious here to name « 
With them Conftantia went, b ut not to find- 
The bear or wolf, but Love all mild and kind. 

Being entered in the pathlefs woods, while they 

Purfue their game, Philetus, who was late 

Hid in a thicket, carries ftraight away 

His love, and haftens his own hai^y fate ; 
That came too foon upon him ; and his- fun 
Was quite eclips'd before it fully ihoue* 

3 C^^uft^tia 
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!onftantia mirs*d> the hunters in amaze 
^ake each a feveral oourfe, and by ctirft fatt 
ruifardo mnt, with a love-can'ied pace, 
ow'rds .'thejTi, who little kficw their woeful ftate-y 
Philetusy like bold Icarus, foaring high 
To honours, found the depth of naifcry. 

or when Guifardo fees his rival there, 
.veiling with envious rage, he comes behind 
hiletus, who fuch fortune did not fear, 
^nd with his fword a vtray to *s heart does £nd« 
But, ere his fpirits were poffeft of death. 
In thefe fei^ words he fpent his lateft breatjb i 

D fee, Conftantla ! my fliort rate is run $ - 
See how my blood the thirfty ground doth dy(! ;. 
But live, thou happier than thy love hath done. 
And when I 'm dead, think fometime upon me ! 
' More my Aiort time permits me not to tell, 
* For now death feizeth me 5 my dear, farewell '/* 

foon as he had fpoke thefe words, life fled 
n his piercM body, whilft Conftantia, (he 
9 his cheeks, that lofe their lively red, 
become pale and wan j and now each eye, 
hich was fo bright, is like, when life was done, 
lar that 's fairn, or an cclipfed fun* 

er Philocrates was driven by fate^ 
w his friend lie bleeding on the earth j 
s pale corpfe his weeping £(ler (ate, 
• ihed tears, lier heart to fighs gave birth« 
crates, when he iaw this, did cry^ 

E ft ^* V^ 



•* Jxift Jove hath fcnt me to revenge this fate f "" 

« Nay, ftayi^Guiiardo^ think notcHeaven in jeft s: 
** 'Tis vain to hope flight can fecure thy. ftate." 
Then thciiii his fword intc^the villiin^s breaft. 
" Here" faid Philocrates, « thy life I fend^ 
*' A facrifice, t' appcafe my flaughterM friendi'** 

But, as he fell, "T^e this reward^" ftid he». 

«* For thytiew viftbry." With that he flung 

His darted rapier at His enemy. 

Which Wt kis headi and in his brain^'psn hung. 
With that he falls^ but, liftkig up hts eyes^ 
** Fai^ewellj ConftantiaT* that- word faid, he dies%. 

What fliall flic do ? She to Her brother runs. 
His coldTand'lifelefs body does embrace 5 
She calls to him, that cannot hear her moans. 
And with her kiffes warms hfis clammy face* 

" My dear- Philocrates !" flie, weeping, cries». 

**• Speak to thy iiftcr !" but no vorce replies* 

Then running to her Love, with many a tear. 
Thus her mind's fervent paflion flie expreft j. 
** O ftay, blfcfs-'d ibul, flay but a little here,. 
** And take me with you to a laftirtg refti 

•^ Then to Elyfmm'S manfions both fliall fly,. 

** Be married there, and never more to d?e," 

But, feeing them both dead, flie cry'd, ** Ah me t' 

«* Ah, myPhilctus ! for thy fake will l 

** Make up a full and perfiefl tragedy. : 

" Since 'twas for me, dear Love, that thou d?dft die,. - 

"777 follow thee, and not Ay lofs deplore j 
•' Thefc eyes, that iaw thee kltt*d|tlBL?a\ftfc.wi moreC^ 
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"«< It (hall not Aire be faid that thou didft die» 
^<^nd tby Conftantia live when thou waft flaia % 

** Ko, nb, dear £6\i\ ! I will not ttay from" thee j 
*< That will refleft upon my valued fame.'* 

Then piercing her fad breaft, '* I come !" flie crIeSf 

^ 'And death4for ever^dosM her ii^eping tye$. 

Jler foul being fled to its eternal reft, 
'Hef father comes^ and> feeing this, hefalh 
To th' earthy with grief too great to be expreft 9 
Whofe ^leful wordsmytirM Mufe me callt 
T' o'erpafs $ ^hich I moft gladly do, for fear 
ThatI ihottldtoil too much the reader's ear. 
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T O .T HJt Ri O KIT. WCT.Itfe Mi F F ll,ti 

'H%' VEltTii)VtN<>»lA6»Elt 

MR. laMberI-^ OS' bo 1.S "ro-N^ 

Chief Scliooi-mafter of.Weftminfter.SchooL 

SIR, 

MY chlldiih'Miife is in her fpmig'j and yet* 
Can only fhew fome budding of her wit. 
One frowa upon her work, learn'd Sir, from you^. 
Like fome unkinder ftorm (hot from your brow. 
Would turn her fpring to withering autumn's tune^. 
And make her bloflbms perifti ere tlieir prime. 
But if you fmile, if in your gracious eye 
She an aufpicious alpha can defcry. 
How foon will they grow fruit ! how frefli appear ! ' 
That had fuch beams their infancy to chearl 
Which being fprung to ripencfs, expeft then . 
The. earlieft offering of her grateful pen^. 
Your moft dutiful Schokr, 

ABR. COWLEY., 
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WHEN Babylon's high Walls crefted were 
By mighty Nintrs' wife, two houfes join'd. 
One Thifbe liv'd in, Pyramti^ the fair 
Ih th* other: earth ne'er boaftcd fuch a pair! 
The very fenfelcfs Wilis themfelves combined. 
And ^rew in one^ )uft like their raafters' mind. 

Thi(be all other women did excel, 
The Queen of Love lefs lovely was than ihe : 
And Pyramire more fweet than tongue can tell j . 
Nature grew proud in framing them fo w«lk 

But Vemit, envying they fo fairihould be, 

Bids her fon Cttprid (hew his ^rruelty . 

The all-fubduing God his bow doth bend. 
Whets and prepares his moft remorfelefs dart, . 
Which he unfeen unto their hearts did fend. 
And fo^was Love the caufeof Beatrty's end/ 
But could he fee, he had ntft wrought their fmait j 
For pity fure would have overcome his heart. 

Like as a bird, which in a net is ta'en,. 
By ftruggliftg more entangles in the gin ; 
So thty, who in Love's labyrinth remain « 
With ftriving never ca:n a freedom ga?h. 

The way to enter 's broad ; but, being in,. 

No arty no labonr, can an exit Nnik« 
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Thcfe lovers, though their parents did reprove 
Their fires, and watch*d their deeds with jealoufy;] 
Though in thefc ftorms no comfort could remove 
The various doubts and fears that cool liot love^ 
Though he nor her^s, nor (he his face could fee» 
Yet this could not aboIi(h Lovers decree t 

For age had crackM the wail which did them part| 
This the unanimate couple foon <lid fpy. 
And here their inward forrows did impart. 
Unlading the fad burthen cf their heart. 

Though Love be blind, this (hews he can defciy 

A way to leflen his ovm mifery. 

Oft to the friendly cranny they refort. 

And feed themfelves with the celeftial air 

Of odoriferous breath $ no other fport 

They could enjoy j yet think the time but ihortf 

And wifh that it again renevired w^rc, 
- To fuck each otber*s breath for ever there. 

i^Sometimes they did exclaim againft their fatCf 
And fometimes they accusM imperial Jove.} 
Sometimes repent th^r flames : but all too late | 
The arrow could not be recallM t their &»it 
Was firft ordainM by Jupiter above. 
And Cupid had appointed they (hould love* 

They ciirft the wall that did their kiiTet.part, 
And to the ftones their mournful words they fen^ 
As if they faw the forrow of their heart, 
And by their tears could underftand their fmart t 

J^ut it wsLs hard, and knew not what they mean^ 
Nor with their {ighs, alas I wo\i\d \X it\tTit« 
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; In effea they faid j '« CursM wall! O why ^ 

rilt-thou our bodies fever, whofe true love 

•caks thorough all thy flinty cruelty ! 

>r both our Ibiils Co clofdy joined lie. 

That nought but angry death can them remove ; 

And though he, part them,,yetthey*ll meet above.** 

rdve tears from their fair eyes out-^owM» ^ 

dammM the lovely fplendor of their ilghty 
ch feemM like Titan, whillft ibme watery cloud 
fpreads his face, and his bright beams doth fliroud 4 
ill Vefper chas'd away the conquerM light, 
nd forceth them (though loth) to bid good-night. 

ere Aurora, ulher to the day^ 
in with welcome luftre to s^ppeal?, 
lovers rife, and at that .cranny they 
$to each other their thoughts qpen lay, 
1th many a figh and many a.fpeaking tear.; 
^hoie. grief the.pitying morning blu(ht to heac* 

sar Love !'" faid Pyramus, ** how long (hall w^ 
kc faireft flower« not gather^ in .their prime^ 
afte precious youth, and'let^dvantage flee, 
11 we bewail (at .laft) our cruelty 
Upon ourfelves ? for beauty, though it (hine 
Like dikYf wilLqiiickly find sn evening-time. 

lerefore, fweet Thiibe, let us meet this night 
: Ninus" tomb, without.the city wall, 
ider the mulberry-tree, with berries white 
K>unding, there -t* enjoy our wiih^d delight. 
?ar mounting love, ftopt in its courfe, doth fallt 
fVnd loAg'd-for, yet ttxitaftedi yx^ \uVk% l^^« 
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WHILE (he thus muilng fate, ran from the wood 
An angiy lion to. the cryftal fpriogs, . 
Near to that'place ; who coming from His food^ 
His chaps were all befmear*d with crimfon blood : 
Swifter than thoi^ght, fweet Thi(be ftrait begins 
To 'fly from him,; feargave her fwallows* wings. 

As ihe avoids the lion, her defire 
Bids her to^ftay, Ufk Pyramus fhould come» 
And be devourM by the ftem lion^s ire. 
So (he for ever bum in unqaenchM fire :' 
But fear eatpels allreafons ; '-fhe ddth run 
Into a darkfome care, ne'er feen by fun. 

With hafte'fhc let her loofer mantle fall.: 
Which, when th* enraged lion did efpy. 
With bloody teeth he tore in pieces fmall 5 
While Thifbe ran, and look'd not back at all ; 

For, could the fenfelefs'beafl 'her face defcry. 

It had not done her fiidi an injury. 

The night half wafted, Pyramus did come i 
'Who, feeing pdntedin the, yielding fand 
The lion^s paw, and by the fountain fome 
Of TKfbe^s garment, forrow ftruck him dumb 7 
Juft like a marble flatue did he fland. 
Cut by fome fkilihil graver^ artful hand. 

]g,ecavering breath, at Fate'he did exclaim,' 
Wafhing with teart the torn and bloody weed 5 
<« I may,'* 'faidiie, « myfclf Tor her death blame 5 ;. 
*<' Therefore my blood (hall wafh away that fhame %^ 

*^ Since (he is dead, whofe beauty doth exceed 
; . '^^/AJl th^t £ml man can titbsx b«9X oc read.** 
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This fpokey he drew his fatal fwordy and faid* 
^ Receive; my. crimfon blood, as a. due debt 
** Unto thy conftant love, to which 'tis paid :. 
** I ib*ait will meet thee in. the plea(ant (hade 

^ Of cool Elyflum.j where we,.-being met,. 

" Shall. tafte thofe joys that hera-we could not get.'* 

Then through ■■ his breaft. thrufting his fword, life hies 

From him, and he makes hafte to feek his Fair &. 

And as upon the coloured ground he lies,. 

His blood had dropt upon , the mulberries | 

With which th' unfpottedberries-ftained wcre^^ 
And ever fince with- red they coloured arc*. 

At laft fair Thilbe left the dfen^ for fear - 
Of difappointing Pyramus, fince (he • 
Was bound by promife for ta meet hinrthere^r 
But when (he faw the berries changed weie 
From white to black, \fhe knew not certainly 
It vnts the place where they agreed to be. 

Wkh what delight fi-om the dark cave flie came^. 
Thinking to tell how (he efcapM'the beafti: 
But, when (he faw her Pyramus lie (lain^ 
Ah ! how perplexM did her fad foul remain I' 

She tears her golden hair^ and beats, her bread:). 

Aiid every fign of raging -grief expreft* 

She blames all-powerful Jove 5 and ftrives to take^ 
His bleeding body from ^themoiftenM^ground^. 
She ki(&t his pale face, till (he doth. make • 
It red with kifling, andthenieeks to wake 

jEiis parting foul wkh mownful words § his wounds 
WailMt with tw»| tfaat4cr tirtet {^^weBLi^^nSiim^* 
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But afterwards,. recovering breath, faid fhe, 
" Alas I what chance hath parted thee and I> 
** O tell what evil hath befairn to thee, 
<« That of thy deaths may a partner be : 

« Tell Tkilbe, what hath caus'd this tragedy !'* 
He, hearing Thi(lie^« name, lifts up his eye ; 
And on his.X.a!re he raisM his dying head : 
Where, ibiving long for breath, at laft, iaid he, 
<« O Thiflje, Xam haftiiig to the dead, 
<« And cannot heal that wotmdmy fear hath bred a 
" farewell,. fweetThifbc ! weonuH: parted be, 
*« For ^gry Death will force me foon from thee," 

life did from him, he^from his raiftrefs, part. 

Leaving hisXove to.languifli here in woe, . 

What fhall flie dp ? How fliall fhc eafc her heart ? 

Or with what language fpeak her inward fmart ^ 
Ufurpipg Paflion Reafon doth overflow. 
She vows that with her Pyramus ihe '11 go : 

Then takes the fword wherewith her Love was (lain, 
AVith Pyramus's crimfon blood warm ftill ; 
And faid, " Oh ft^, bleft foul, awhile refrain, 
•** That w£ may go together, and remain 
** In endiefs joys, and never fear the ill 
*« Of grudgingirieads !''— Then iheheriblf did kilL 

To tell what grief their parents did fuftain, 
Were moie than my rude quill can overcome j 
Much did they weep and grieve, but all in vain, 
^or weeping calls not back the dead again. 

Both in one grave were laid, when life was done 4 
^fld tkefpff»f ymi% wm vff'v^Mi<»x^ th^ tomb ; 



TFYRAMUS AND THISBjE. || 



EPITAPH. 

I. 
•H 

Lie two beauties joinM in ane. 



^TND^RNEATH this marble ftonc^ 



II. 
Two, whofe loves death could not Cever^ 
{Tor both liv'd, both dy'd together. 

III. 
Two, whofe fouls, being too divine 
JJ'or earth, in their own fphere now fliine* 

IV, 

Who have left their loves to fame^ 
,Aiid their earth to earth again* 
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CAN E L E G V 

On the Death of the Right Honourable 
Dudley Lord Carleton, Vifcount Dorcheste 
Late Principal Secretary of State. 

TH' in^rnal fiftera did a council call 
Of all the fiends, to the black Stygian Kali 5 
The dire Tartarian monfters, hating light. 
Begot by difmal Erebus and Night, 
Where'er difpers'd abroad, hearing the fame , 

Of their accurfed meeting, thither came. 
Revenge, whofe greedy mind no blood can fiil> 
And Envy, never fatisfy'd with ill : 
Thither blind Boldnefs, and impatient Rage, 
Refoited, with Death's neighbour, envious Age.. 
Thefe, to opprefs the earth, the Furies fcnt • : 
The council thug diflblv'd, an angry Fever, 
Whofe quenchlefs thirft by blood was fated never,. 
Envying the riches, honour, greatnefs, lovji, 
And virtue (load-ftone, that all thefe did move) 
. ** Something is here wanting, as appears from 1 
wsu2t bath QfrbymQ and connexion. N% 
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Of noble Carlejon, him fhe took away, v 
And like a greedy vulture fei»*d her prey. 
Weep with me, each whp either i-eads or hears, 
■ And know his lofs defenre^ hi$ country*s tears t 
The Mufes loft a patron hy his fate. 
Virtue a hufband, and a prop the State. 
Sql^a. chorus weeps, and, tp adorn his hearf<?. 
Calliope would fing a tragic verfe. 
And, had there been before no fpring of theirs. 
They would have made a Helicon with tears. 

ABR. COWLEr. 

A N E L B G Y 

^bn the Death of my loving Friend and Coufin 

MR. RICHARD CLARKE, GENT. 
• Late 6f Lincoln's-Inn. 

IT was decreed by ^tedfaft deftiny 
(The world from chaos tumM) that all ihould-die. 
He who dnrft feariefs paft^bitick Acheron, 
And dangtrs of th* infernal region, 
-Leading htlV^ triple porter captivate^ 
Was overcome himfelf by conquering Fate. 
The Roman Tully's pleafing eloquence. 
Which in die ears did lock up every fenfe 
'Of the rapt hearer $ his mellifluous breath 
Could not at all chann unremorfelefs Death $ 
yoh^U F Nor 
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Nor Solon, fo by Greece admirM, could fave 

Himfelfy with all his wifdoniy from the grave* 

Stem Fate brought Manx to his funeral flame. 

And would have ended in that fire his fame $ 

Burning thofe loffy lines, which now (hall be 

Time's iconquerers, and out-laft eternity. 

Even fo lov*d Clarke from death no Tcape could find, 

Though arm'd with great Alcidcs' valiant mind. 

He was adom'd, in years though fer more young. 

With learned Cicero's, or a fweeter tongue. 

And, could dead Virgil hear his lofty ftrain. 

He would condemn his own to fire again. 

His youth a Solon's wifdom did prefage. 

Had envious Time but glv'n him Solon's age. 

Who would not therefore now, if Learning's friend^ 

Ecwail his fatal and untimely end ? 

Who hath fuch hard, fuch unrelenting eyes. 

As not to weep when fo much virtue dies ? 

TJde God of poets doth in darknefs Ihrowd 

His glorious face, and weeps behind a cloud* 

The doleful Mufes thinking now to write 

Sad elegies, their tears confound their fight : 

But him t' Ely Hum's lafting joys they bring. 

Where winged angels his fad requiems fing. 



A DREAM 
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A DREAM OF ELYSIUM. 

PHOEBUS, expeird by the approaching night, 
BlulhM, and for (hame clos'd in his baihful light. 
While I, with leaden Morpheus overcome. 
The Mufe whom I adore entered the room : 
Her hairwith" loofer curtofity 
Did on her comely back diihevel'd lie : 
Her eyes with fuch attraftive beauty (hone, 
As might have wak'd ileeping Endymion. 
She bade me rife, and prbmisM I thould fee 
Thofe fields, thofe manfions of felicity. 
We mortals fo admire at : fpeaking thus,- 
She lifts me up upon wing'd Pegafus, 
On whom I rid 5 knowing, wherever (lie 
Did go, that place muft needs a Tempe be. 

No fooner was my flying courfer come 
To the hlttt dwellings of Ely (ium, 
When ftrait a thoufand unknown -joys refoit, 
And hemmM me round ; chafte Love'*s innocuous (port^ 
A thoufand fweets, bought with no following gall, 
foys, not like ours, (hoit, but perpetual. 
How many obje£ls charm my wandering ey^. 
And bid my foul gaze there eternally ! 
Here in full (Ireams, Bacchus, thy liquor flows. 
Nor knows to ebb j here JoreVbroad-tfec-beftows 
Diflilling honey ; here doth ne^ar pafs. 
With copious currenti through the verdant grafs t 

F 1 ia«% 
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Here Hyacinth, his fate writ in his looks. 
And thoUy NarcifTus, loving dill the brooks. 
Once lovely boys 1 and Acis> now a flower. 
Are nourifhM with that rarer herb, whofe power 
Created ^iee» War's potent Ood I here grows 
The fpotlefs lily and the bluihing rofe | 
And all thofe divers ornaments abound. 
That varioufly may paint the gaudy ground. 
No willow, forrow's garland, there hath roois» 
Nor cyprefs, fad attendant of a tomb. 
None but Apollo's tree, and th' ivy twine 
Embracing the ftout oak, tke fruitful vine. 
And trees with golden apples loaded down. 
On whofe fair tops fweet Philomel alone. 
Unmindful of her former mifery. 
Tunes with her voice a ravifhing kamaony ; 
Whilft all the murmuring brooka that glide along« 
Make up a burthen to her pleafing fong. 
No fcreech-owl, fad companion of the night $ 
No hideous raven with prodigious flight, 
Preiaging future ill $ nor, Progne, thee. 
Yet fpotted with young Itis* tragedy, 
Thofe facred bowers receive. There 's nothing t^ere 
That is not pure ; all innocent and rare. 
Turning my greedy fight another way. 
Under a row of ftorm-conteouiing bay, 
I faw the Thracian (inger with his lyre 
Teaph the deaf ftoues to hear him and admire* 
Him the whole Poets' chorus compafs'd round. 
All whom the oak> all whoss the Uurel crown'd. 
3 : - ' 



A DftEA^t or E'LYSIUM. 69 
There banithM OVid hsd a laf^xng homey 
Better than thou coukl^ft give^ ungrateful Romel 
And Lucan (fpite of Nerd) ki each rein . 

Hid eT«ry ^rep of his ffult bi^od again : 
Homer, SoPs ^rft-bom, -ivras not poor or blind^ 
But (kw as wdi in body ki Ifi mind. » 
Tully, grave Cato, Solon, and the reft 
Of Greece's adiiHrM wife-men, here pofleft 
A large fsi^^td for their paft deeds, and gain 
A life as everiafting as their ferae. 

By thefc the valiant heroes tjdte their place 5 
All who ^m death and perils did embrace 
For virtue's caufe. Great Alexander there 
Laughs -at dbe Earth's fmall empire, and did wear 
A nobler crown than the whole world could give : 
There did Horatius, Codes, Sceva, live. 
And valiant Becius 5 who. now freely ceafe 
Frohi war, and purchafe an eternal peace. 

Next them, beneath a myrtle bower, where doves 
And gall-lefs pigeons bnild their nefts, all Love's 
True faithful fervants, with an amorous kifs 
And foft embrace, enjoy their grecdieft wifli, 
Leander with his beauteous hero plays. 
Nor are they parted with dividing fcas : 
Porcla enjoys her Brutus ; death no more 
Can now divorce their wedding, as before s 
Thiibe her Pyramus kifs'd, his Thifbe he 
Embraced, each blefs'd with t' other's company : 
And every couple, always dancing, fing 
Eternal pleafures to Elyfium's king, 

F 3 But 
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But fee how foon thefe pieafures fade away I 
How near to evening is delight's ihort day ! 
The watching bird, true Nuncius of the lights 
Strait crowd i and all thefe vaniih'd from my iighti 
My very Mofe herfelf forfook me too. 
Mc grief and wonder wak'd : what fiiould I -do I 
Oh ! let me follow thee (faid I) and go 
From life, that I may dream for ever fo. 
With that my flying Mufe I thought to claip 
Within my arms, but did a (hadow gra(p. 
Thus chiefeft joys glide with the fwifteH &rtam. 
And all our greateil pleafure 's. but a dream. . 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S 

RETURN OUT OF SCOTLAND. 

GReat Charles !— there ftop* ye trumpeters of fame 
(For he who fpeaks his titles, his great name, 
Muft have a breathing^time) our king :— ftay there] 
Speak by degrees ; let the inquifitive ear 
Be held in doubt, and, ere you fay ** is come,'* 
Let every iieart prepare a fpacious room 
For ample joys : then lo fing, as loud 
As thunder (hot from the divided cloud ! 

Let Cygnus pluck from the Arabian waves 
The ruby of the rock, the pearl that paves 
Great Neptune's court : let every fparrow bear 
From ihe Three Sifters' weeping bark a tear i 
Let fpotted lynxes their ihai-p talons fill 
With cryftal fetch'd from the Promethean hill i 



ON HIS MAJESTY'S RETURH. 7t 
Let Cytherea's birds frefli wreath$ compofe^ . 
Knitting the pale-Fac'd lily with the rofe i 
Let the felf-gotten phoenix rob his neft, . 
Spoil his own funeral pile, and all his beft 
Of myrrh, of frankincenfe, of caflia, bring. 
To ftrew the way for our returned king I 

Let every poft a panegyric wear. 
Each wall, each pillar, gratulations bear : 
And yet, let no man invocate a Mufe j 
The very matter will itfelf Infufe 
A fttred fury : let the merry bells 
(For unknown joys work unknown miracles) 
Ring without help of fexton, and prcfage 
A- new-made holy-day for future age! 

And, if the ancients us'd to dedicate 
A golden temple to propitious Fate, 
At the i-ettun of any noble men. 
Of heroes, or of emperors, we muft then 
Raife up a double trophy ; for their fame 
Was but the (hadow of our Charleses name* 
Who is there where all riitues mingled flow. 
Where no defers or imperfections grow ? 
Whofe head is always crown'd with vi^ory. 
Snatched from Bellona's hand ; him luxury 
In peace debilitates : whofe tongue can win 
Tully's own garland, pride to him creeps in. 
On whom (Hke Atlas* Ihoulders) the propt (late 
(As he were primum mobile of Fate) 
Solely relies \ him bliird atnbttion moves ; 
•His tyranny the bridled fubjeSt proves, 

• F 4 B^l 
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But all thofe virtues, which they all porfieft 
Divided, are collefted in thy breaft; 
Great Chailes ! Lfet Cafifkr boaft PharfiJia's fight, - 
Honorius praifc the Parthian's unfdgnM flight i 
Let Alexander call himfelf Jove'*s peer. 
And place his Image near the thunderer 5 
Yet while our Charles with equal balance refgnt^ 
''Twixt Mercy and Aflrea, and maintains 
A noble peace, 'tis he, 'tis only he. 
Who is moft near, moft like, the Peity. 

SONG, ON THJE SAME. 

HENCE, clouded looks $ hence, briny tears^ , 
Hence, eye that forrow's livery vrears I 
What though awhile ApoUo pleafc 
To vifit the Antipodes ? 
Yet he returns, and with his light 
Expels what he hath caused-— the night« 
What though the fpring vanifli away» 
And with it the earth's form decay ? 
Yet his new-birth will foon reftore 
What its departure took before. 
What though we mifs'd our abfent kin^ 
Awhile ? Great Charles is come again } 
And with his prefence makes us know 
The gratitude to Heaven we owe. 
So doth a cruel ftorm impart 
And teach us Palinurus* art t 
So from fait floods, wept by our eyei> 
A joyful Venus doth anfe* ' ^ 
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£ S T the ««tr-fti4gii% world fhouM chtect to fay, 
^ I durft not but4n fe<»tt ttiwitturs pray J 

To whifper in 'Jove's ear 
»w much I wifli that fufier&l, 
gape at T^bh & gresU>*one^s fall $ 

Th^tlct all ages 'hear, 
id future times in my foul's piflure fcCT 
hat I abhor^ what I deftre to ire. 

vould not be a Puritan, though he 

n preach two hours, and yet his fermon bc) 

But half a quarter lofig ; 
lough, from his oM i^dhanic tradey ^ 
' vifion he 's^ paftor made. 

His fifffli was'-grown fo (trong; 
ly, though he think to gain falvation 
r calling th'fPopecthe Whore of SabyloH; 

¥Ould not be a School^mafler, thotig'h he 
% rods no lefs than Fafces deems to 1>e $ 

Though he in inany a place 
urns Lilly oftener than his gown«j 
III at the laft he make the nouns 

Fight with Ae verbs apace \ , 
ly, though he can, in a poetic heat, 
gures, born fince, out of poor Virgil beat* 

I woiili 
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I would not be Jiiftice of peace> though,he 
Can with equality divide the fee, 

And ftakes with his cUrk d^W^ 
Nay, thoqgh he fits upon the place 
Of judgment with a learned face 

Intricate as the law 5 
And, whiift he mul^s enormities demurtly, 
Breaks Prifcian*s head with fentences fecurely. 

I would not be a Courtier, though ke 
Makes his whole life the trueft comedy 5 

Although he be a man 
In whom the taylor's forming art. 
And nimble barber, claim more part 

Than Nature herfelf can 5 
Though, as he ufes men, *tis his intent 
To put off death too with a compliment. 

Frotn LawjTtrs^ tongocs,' though they canijpin with 
The fhdrteft caufe into a paraphrafe j 

From Ufurer^' confcience 
(For fwallowing up young heirs fo faft. 
Without all doubt, they 'U choak'd at lad) 

Make me all innocence, 
Good Heaven ! and from thy eyes, O Juftice ! kce 
For though they be not blind, they 're oft adeep. 



-A V O T E. f$ 

'From S!rigitig-mcns* religion, who are 
Always it church, jlift like the crows, *cauf«f Ikherc 

They build thcmfelvcs a neft : 
From too much Poetry, which fhines 
With gold in nothing but its lines. 

Free, O you Powers ! my^breaft. 
Arid from Afti'onomy, which in the ikies 
Finds fifh and bulls, yet doth but tantalize. 

From your Court-madams' beauty, which doth carry 
At morning May, at night a January ; 

From the grave city brow 
(For though it want an R, it h^s 
The letter of Pythagora^ 

Keep me, O Fortune, now ! 
And chines of beef innumerable fend tne. 
Or from the ilomach of the guard defend me« 

^his oaly grant me, that my means may^Iie 
Too low for envy, for contempt too high. 

Some honour I would have, 
klot from great ^eeds, but good alone; 
Th' unknown are better than ill-known s 

' Rumour can ope the grave * 
Acquaintance I would have-; but when ^t^depends 
Not from the number, Ji>ut the choice, of friends. 



Books 



Books fhould, not bufinefs^ entertain the light f . 
And (leep» as undifturbM a$ deatfaf ^e -night. 

My houfc A cottage more 
Than palace ; and (honld Htting be 
For all my ufe, no luxury. 

^y garden painted o''er 
With Nature's hand,, not Art's 5 that picafures yield * 
Horace mi^t envy in his. Sabine £eid. 

Thus would I double my life's fading fpace ^ . 
For he that runs it well, twice runs his race. 

And in this^ true delight, 
Thefe unbought fports, and happy ftate, 
I would not fear, nor wilh, my fate 5 

But boldly fay, each night. 
To-morrow let my fun his beams difplay. 
Or in clouds hide them $ I have liv!d to«day *• . , 

A POETICAL REVENGE* 

WEftminfter-hall a friend and I agreed 
To meet in $ he (fome bu&nefs 'twas .•dtd)>re6i 
His abfence) came not thet^ j I up ^did:g|9 
To the next court ; for «h<H)gh I oould not -kiaow 
Much what they flliea]i«,.yet I might fte and liear 
(As moft rpe£Utorft do .at theatre) , 

Thing* 

* The three concluding ftanzas of this poem are 
introduced by Mr. Cowley in his <« Eilays in Vcrfc 
««andProfe." N, 
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'Things very, ftrange s Fortune did feem to grace 
My coming there^ and helpt me to a place. 

. But, being newly fettled at the fport,. 

. A ferai-gentlemaa of the Inns of Court, 

: In a fatin fuit> redeemM but yefterday ^ 
One who is raviihM with a cock-pit pky ; 
Who prays God to deliver him from no e^i 
Beiides a taylor^s bill 3 an4 fears no devil 
BeAdes a -^rjeant^ thnift me from my feat s 
At which I 'gan to quarrel, till a neat 
Man in a ruff (whom therefore I did take 

. For barrider) openM his mc :th and fpake j 
** Boy, get you gone, this is no fchool." ** Oh no g 
** For, if it were, all you gowned- men would go 

• " Up for falfe Latin." They grew ftraight to be 
Incens'd j I fearM they would have broughton me 
An a^ion of trefpafs : till the young man 
Aforefaid, in the fatin fuit, began 

■-To ftrike me j doubtlefs there had been a fray, 
Had not I providently ikipp*d away 
Without replying ; for to (cold is ill, 
Where every tongue ^s the clapper of a mill. 
And can out-found Homer^s Gradivus $ ib 
Away got I : but ere I far did. go, 
. I flung (the darts of wounding poetry) 
Thefe two or three (harp curfes back t May he 
• Be by his father in his ftudy took 
At Shakefpeare's plays, inftead of my lord Coke' I 
May he ( Aough aU bis writings grow at foon 
At Butter*8 out of eftlmation) 
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Get him a poet's name, and fo nt'er come . 
Into a fcrjeant's or dead judge's room ! 
May he become fome poor phyiician's prey, . 
Who keeps men with that confcience in delay • 
As he his client doth, till his health be 
As far-fetcht as a Greek noun's pedigree ! • 
Nay, for all that, may the difeafe be gone 
Never but in- the long vacation f 
May neighbours ufe all quarrels to decide %' 
But if for law any to- London ride. 
Of all thofe clients let not one be hisj 
Unlefs he come in Forma Pauperis ! 

Grant this, ye Gods that favour poetry ! • 
That all thefe ncver-ceafmg tongues may be 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
To quarrel with a thead-bare black : but fpare 
Them who bear fchblars' names, left fome one take ' 
Spleen, and another Ignoramus make. 

To the DuTCH£ss of BUCKINGHAM, 

T F I ftiould fay, that in your face were fcen 
•*• Nature's beft pifture of the Cyprian Queen ,5 , 
If I ihould fwear, under Minerva's name. 
Poets (who prophets ai'e) foretold your fame \ 
The future age would think it flattery j 
But to the prefent, which can ^itnefs be, 
'Twould feem beneath your high deferts^ as far 
As you above the reft of wom^i are* 

When 
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When Manners' name with Villicrs* joinM I fee. 
How do I reverence your nobility ! 
But when the virtues of your ftock I view, 
(EnvyM in your dead loifd, admir'd in you) 
I half adore them ; for what woman can, 
Beiides yourfelf (nay, I might fay what man) 
But fexy and birth, and fate, and years excel 
In mind, in fame, in worth, in living well? 

Oh, how had this begot idolatry. 
If you had livM in the world's infancy. 
When man's toa much religion made the beft 
Or deities, or femi-gods at leai!: ! 
But ^v, forbidden this by piety. 
Or, if we were not, by your modefty. 
Will make our hearts an altar, and there |)ray^ 
Not to, but for, you ; nor that England may 
Enjoy your equal, when you once are gone. 
But, what 's more poflible, t' enjoy you long* 

To his very much honoured GodfaTHERJ 
Mr. A. B. 

T Love (for that upon the wings of fame 
^ Shall perhaps mock Death or Time's darts) my Name* 
I love it more, becaufe 'twas given by you ; 
I love it moft, becaufe 'twas your name too j 
For if I chance to flip, a confcious fhame 
Plucks me, and bids me not defile yow name. 
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I'm glad that city, t' whom I ow'd b^fdre 
(But, ah me ! Eate hath croft that willing fcort) 
A father, g^ve me a godfather too ; 
And I 'm more glad, becaufe it gave me you ; 
. Whom. I may rightly think, and term, to be 
Of the whole city an epitome. 

I thank my cmrfal Pate, which found out on« 
(When Nature had not liceafed my tongue 
Farther than cries) who ihould my office* do ; 
. I thank her more, bccaufe fhe found out yow i 

In whofe each look I may a fentence fee ; 

In whofe each deed, a teaching homily. 

How fhail I pay this debt to you ? My fate 
Denies me Indian pearl or Periian plate $ 
Which though it did not, to require yo)i thus, 
•Were to fend appks to Alcinous, 

And fell the cunning'ft way. — No ! when I can> 
In every leaf, in every verfe, write Man ; 

■ When my quill relifhetb a fchool no more j 
When my pen-feather'd Mufe hath learnt to foar, 
.'And gotten wings as well as feet $ look then 
. For equal thanks from my unwearied pen : 
Till future ages fay, 'twas you did give 
A name to me^ and I made. yours to Kve. 
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AN ELEGY 
On the Death of John Littleton, Efquire, 

Son and Heir to Sir Thomas Littleton, 

Who was drowne4 leaping into the Water to fave his 

younger Brother. 

AND muft thefe waters fmile again-, and play 
About the (hore, as they did yefterday ? 
Will the fun court them ftill ? and fhall they fliow 
No confcious wrinkle furrow'd on their brow. 
That to the thirfty traveller may fay, 
I am'accurft ; go turn fome other way ? 

It is unjuft ! black flood ! thy guilt is more, 
Sprung from his lofs, than all thy watery ftore 
Can give thee tears to mourn for ; birds fhall be. 
And beafts, henceforth afraid to drink of thee. 

What have I faid ? my pious rage hath been 
Too hot, and afts, whilft it accufeth, fin. 
Thou 'rt innocent, I know, ftill clear and bright,- 
Fit whence fo pure a foul ihould take its flight. 
How iar angry zeal corifin'd ! for he 
Mvft quarrel with his love and piety, 
That would revenge his death. Oh, T fhall fin, 
And'wifh anon he had lefs virtuous been. 
For when his brother (tears for him I 'd fpill. 
But they 're all challenged by the greater ill) 
Struggled for life with the rude waves, he too 
Leapt in, and when hope no faint beam could {how,- ^ 

Vpt, I. G ' VLw 
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His charity fhone moft : «< Thou ftialt," faid he, 

•* Live with me, brother, or I'll die with thee ;*• 

And fo he did I Had he been thine, O Rome ! 

Thou would' ft have call'd this death a martyrdom, 

And fainted him. My confcience give me leave, 

} Ml do fo to : if Fate will us bereave 

Of him we honoured Hving, there muft be 

A kind of reverence to his memory. 

After his death $ and where more juft than here, ' 

Whcie life and end were both fo Angular ? 

He that had only tmlkM with him, might find 

A iittle academy in his mind ^ 

Where Wifdom mafter was, and fellows all 

Which we can good, which we can virtuous, callt 

Reafon, and Holy Fear the pro6^ors were. 

To apprehend tbofe words, thofe thoughts, that «rr-* 

His learning 4^ad out-run the reft of heirs, 

Stol'n beard irom Time, and leapt to twenty yeari. 

And, as the fun, though in full glory bright. 

Shines upon all men with impartial light. 

And a good-moirow to the beggar brings 

With as full rays as to the mightieft kings : 

So he, although his worth juft iiate might claim. 

And give to pride an honourable name. 

With courtefy to all, cloath'd virtue fo, 

That 'twas {lot higher than his thoughts were low. 

In 's body too no critique eye could find 

The fmalleft blemifli, to belye his mind | 

He was all purenefs, and his outward part 

3ut reprefents die pifture of his heart* 

$ When 
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"When waters fwalloW^ mankind, and did cheat 
The hungry worm of its expefted meat ; 
When gems> pluckt from the ftiore by ruder hands, 
'Returned again unto their native fands ; 
'Mongff ail thofe ^ih, there was not any prey 
Could equal what this brook hath AoPn away. 
Weep then, fad ^ood j and, though thou *rt innocent^ 
Weep becaufe Fate made thee her inftrument : 
And, when long grief hath drunk up all thy ftorc. 
Come to 6\ic eyes, and we will lend thee mors. 

A Translation of 

V E R s E s upon the B L E 5 s B D Virgin, 

Written in Latin by the Right Worftiipful Dr. A* 

Ave Maria. 
/^ N C£ thou rejoiced' ft, and rejoice for ever, 
^^ Whofe time of joy fliall be expii*ed never : 
Who in her womb the hive of comfort bears, 
Let her drink comfint's honey with her ears. 
You brought the word of joy in, which was born 
An hail to all ! let us an hail return ! 
Fffom you ** God fave" into the world there carae j 
Our echo hail is but an empty name. 

Gratia Plena. 
HOW loaded hives are with their honey fillM, 
From divert flowers Wy chemie bees difti^Td ! 
How full the eallet witk hiy jewel is. 
Which, that it cannot take by love, doth kife i 

G a , ^w* 
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How full the moon is with her brother's ray. 
When (he drinks-up with thirfty orb the day I 
How full of grace the Graces' dances are 1 
So full doth Mary of God's light appear. 
It is no wonder if with Graces fhc 
Be full, who was full with the D^ity. 

Do MINUS Tecum. 

THE fall of mankind under death's extcat. j 

The quire of blefled angels did lament, 
And wiih'd a reparation to fee 
By hixp, ^bo Manhood join'd with Deity, 
How grateful ihould man's fafety then appear. 
T' himfelf, whofe fafety can the angels cheer ! 

Benedicta tu in Mulieribus. 

DEATH came, and troops of fad difeafes le«l 
To th' earth, by woman's hand folicited i 
Life came fo too, and troops of Graces led 
To th' earth, by woman's faith folicited. 
As our life's fprin'g came from thy blefled womb. 
So from our mouths fprings of thy praife fhall corner 
Who did life's bleffing give, 'tis fit that fhe. 
Above all women, (hould thrice blefled be, 

Et Benedictus fructUs ventris tui. ' 
WITH mouth divine the Father doth proteft. 
He a good word fent from his ftored breaft ; 
'Twas Chrift ; which Mary, without carnal thought^ .' 
From the unfathom'd depth of ^ocdneit brought : 
- Tht 



VERSES ON THE BLESSED VIRGIN- i| 
The word of bleffing a juft caufe affords 
To be oft blefled with redoubled words 1 

SpiRrfus Sanctus superveniet in te. 

A S when foft weft-winds ftrook the garden-rofe, 
A ihower of Tweeter airfalutee the nbfe $ 
The breath gives fparing kiiTes, nor with power 
Unlocks the virgin-bofom of the flower : 
So the Holy Spirit upon Mary blowM, 
And from her facred box whole rivers flow'd r - 
Yet loos'd not thine eternal chalirity ; 
Thy rofeV folds da ftill entangled lie. 
Believe Chrift born, from an unbi-uifed womb, . 
So from unbruifed bark the odours come. 

Et jwrtus Altissimi obumbrabit TI'BI; . 

GOD his great Son begot ere time begui> j 
Mary in 'time brought forth her little fon. 
Of double fubftance One j life he began, 
God without Mother, without Father, Man. 
Great is the birth ^ and 'tis a ilranger deed ; . 
That She no man, than God no wife, (hould need I 
A'Shade delighted the child-bearing maid> - * 

And God himfelf became to her a Shade. 
O ftrange defcent ! who i^ Light's auihor,-he 
Will to his creature thus a Shadow be. 
As unfeen Light did from the Father flow. 
So <iid fc«9 Light fvom Virgin Mary grow. ; 
. , ' G 3 Wbea 
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When Mofes fought God in a (hade to he. 
The Father's fhade was dhfiftthe De?ty. 
Let 's ftek for day, we darknefs, whilft our figfefc 
In Ifght %nds <larknef», ahd hi darkndfs iigitt. 



On the PRAI'Sfi OF FOETILV* 

''T' I S not a pyramid of marble ilone^ 

-*• Though high a« our ambition ; 
*Tis not a tomb eut out in brafs, which ca« 

Give Kfj to th' aflies of a man j 
But verfes only : they ftiall freih aj^ai-, 

Whilft there ai-e men to read or hear. 
Wh^ time ihall make the lafting brafs decay» 

And eat the pyramid away ; 
Turning that monument wherein men truft 

Their names, to what it keeps, poor duft j 
Then fliall the Epitaph remain, and be 

New-graven in eternity. 
Poets by death are eonquerM i btit the wit 

'Of pdets triumphs oyer it. 
What cannot verfe ? When Thracian Orpbeus took 

His lyre, and gently on it ftrook. 
The learned ftones came dancing all along. 

And kept time to the charming fongy 
With artificial pace the warlike pine. 

The elm, and hit wife the ivy, twine j 

m 
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With all the better trees, which erft had jftotod 

UnmovM, forfook thqir native wx>od; 
The laurel to the poet's hand did -bow. 

Craving the honour of his brow ; 
And cveiy loving arm embracM, and made 

With their officious leaves a fhade. 
The beafts too ftrove his aiuditors to be. 

Forgetting their old tyranny. 
The fearful hart next to fhe lion came. 

And wolf was fhepherd to the lamb 4 
Nightingales, harmleisfyrens of' the air. 

And Mufes of the^lace^ were there •; 
Who, when ^ir little windpipes they had found' 

Unequal to fo jirange a found, 
O'ercome by art.aad giief they xiid expire. 

And fell upon the conquermg lyre. 
Happy, O happy they^ whofe tomb might be^. 

Maufolus ! envied by thee ! 



O D^ E II. 

T?HAT A PLEASANT PoVERTY IS TO BE PRE- 
FERMD BEFORE DISCONTENTED RlCH£S». 

WHY, O ! doth gaudy Tagus ravifh thee. 
Though Neptune's treafure-houfe it be.h 
Why dotiiPaa«Uis thee bewitch^ 
^e^ed yet with Midas* glorious itch?. 
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Their dull and fleepy ftreatns aie not at all, 

Like other floods, poetical ; 

They have no dance, no wanton fport. 
No gentle murmur, the lovM flibre to court. 

No fi(h inhabit the adulterate flood, 

Nor can it feed the neighbouring -wood j 
No flower or herb is near it found. 

But a perpetual winter ftarves the ground. 

Give me a river wWch doth fcom to (how 
An added beauty j whofe clear brow 
May be my looking ^glafs, to fee 

What my face is, and what my- mind, fliould be ! . 

Here waves call wa^es, an'd giide along in rank. 

And prattle to the fmilingbank ; 

Here fad king-fifliers tell their tairs. 
And fifh 'enrich the bro6k with filver fcales, 

Daifies, the firfl:-bom of the teeming fpring. 
On each fide their embroidery bring 5 
Here lilies wafh, and^row more white. 

And daffodils, to fee then^felves, delight. 

Here a frefti arbour. gives her anaorous fhade. 
Which Nature, the beil gardener, made. 
Here I would fit and fing rude lays. 

Such as the nymphs andone myfelf fhould pleaf«. 

Thus rwould-wafte,'.tlMis end, my carelefs days j 
And robin-red-breafts, whom men praife 
For pious bifds, fhould, whan-I die. 

Make both my monument aiid elegy. 

■ CD 
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ODE III. 

To H I S- M IS T R E S"S. 

TY R I A N dye why do you wear. 
You whbfe cheeks beft fcarlct are ? 
Why do you fondly pin 
Pure linen o'^er your (kin, 
4Your 'fldn that 's whiter far) 
Cafting aiduiky. cloud before a ftar ? 

Why bears your neck a gojden chain ? 

Did Nature make your hair in vain. 
Of gold moft pure and fine I 
With gems why do you flune ? 
They, neighbours to your eyes, 

Shew but like Phofphor'when tbe funxioth rife, 

I would have all my miftrefs'; parts, 

Owi more to nature than to- arts ; 
I would not wooe the ^irefsy 
Or onq "whofe nights give lefs 
Contentment than the day. 

She 's fasr,^5^hofe beauty only makes her gay. 

For 'tis not buildings make a court, 
■Or pompV but 'tis the king's refoit: 

If Jupiter -down pour 

Himfelf,-.and in a ihower 

Hide fuch jiMright majefty, 
Lefs than a g^ldciy one it cannQt he* 
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ODE IV* 

On the Uij<^BiiTAiNTv Of Fortune^ 
A Translation- 

L£ AVE 'off anfit complaints,, and idear. 
From fighs your breaft, and f«om hizck cloiidft 
your brow. 
When the fun fhines not -with his. wonted icheer^ 
And fortune thiovfrs^an jtfdverfe-caft foryavt I 

That fea which vext with Notus is, 
The merry Eaft-winds will to-morrow kifs* 

The fun to-day rides drowfily,. 
To-morrow 'twill put on a -look more fiur t 
Laughter and groenifig do ahemately 
Return* and tears* Iports* neareft neighbours are^ 

•Tis by the gods appointed fo,^ ^ 

That good fare ihould with mingled dangers flow*. 

Who drave his oxen yefteiday^. 
!Doth now over the nobleft Romans vetgn. 
And on the Gabii and the Cures lay 
The yoke which from bis- oxen 'he kad ta^en t 

Whom Hefpenis faw poor and low. 
The morning's eye beholds him greateft now^ 

If Fortune knit amongft her play 
But ferioufnefs, he ihall :^[ain^ home 
To his old country-farm of yeftorday. 
To fluffing people^no me«n jeftJ)ecome |. 

Ab4 



And with die crowned axe, which he 
JEfad nird the world, go back and pniae fome tree^ 
Nay, if: he want the fuel cold requires, 
With hi&oiwa fafees he fhaU make him fireft* 



Ik COM»«El<rDATION OF THETIME WE "UVE TTNOtit^ 

THE Reign. OF ou'R Ghaczovs King Charles. 

CURST be riiatwretch.<d«ath'8-fiiaorfure) who 
brought 
JDire fwords into the |)eaceful world, and taught 
Smiths (who before, could only make 
The fpade, the plow- fliare, and the rake). 
Arts, in moft ci-uel wife 
Man^s life t' epitomize I 

Then men (fond men^ alas !) ride poft to th' grave. 
And cut thofe threads which yet the Fates would fave |^ 
Then Charon fweated at his trade. 
And had a larger feriy made ; 
Then, dien the iilvor hair. 
Frequent before, grew rare* 

Then Revenge, married to Ambkion^ 
Begat blatk 'War s tlien Avarice ^rtfpt on ^ 
Then limits to etch field -were ftnun*d^ 
And Terminus a god-^ead'gain^d. 
To mtn, ba&re, was founds 
.Beiidei the Tea,, noi^uad* 



29ft .?CC>WLEY*-S 'FG^MS*- 

In what plairii^^'what river, hath not been 
W^'s. ftoiy writ in bleod (fad ftory !) fccn ? 
This truth too wdl our Bngland knows-: 
'Twas civil (laughter dy'd her rofej 
Nay, then her lily too 
With blood's lofs paler grew. 

Such griefs, nay worfe than thefc, we bow fhould iet 
, Did not juft Charles filence the rage of ileelj 
He to our land bled Peace doth bripg. 
All neighbour countries env}'ing. 
1. Happy who did remaki 

Unborn till Charles's reign ! 

Where, dreaming chemicks ! is your pain and coft? 
How is your oil,' how is your labour Ibft !• 

Our Chanles, bleft alchemift ! (though ftrange. 
Believe it, future times 1) did change 
The iron -age of old 
Into an age of gold. 

'O D E VL 

Upon the Shortness- of Ma^*-s Life. 

MARK that fwift arrow ! how it cuts the air^ 
Ho^ it out-runs thy following eye t 
Uf(|-all perfuafions now, and try 
If thou canft cajl it back, or day it there. 

That wa^'it went } but thou ikalt find 
No tradl i«Jkft behind* 
' " FmI 
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! 'tis thy life, and the fond archer thou. 

Of all the time thou 'ft fhot away, 

I Ml "bid thee fetch but yefterday, ^ 

it Ihall be too hard a taflc to do. 

Befides repentance, what canft find 

That it hath left behind ? 
ife is carried with too ftrong a tide ; 

A doubtful cloud our fubftance bears, 

And is the horfe of all, our years, 
day doth on a winged whirlwind ride. 

We and our glafs run out, and muft 

Both render up our duft. 
lis paft life who without grief can fee j 

Who never thinks his end too near. 

But fays to fame, Thou art mine heir j., 
man extends life's natural brevity — 

This is, this is the only way 

To out-live Neftor in a day. 

\nswer to an Invitation toCaicbridce^' 

ICHOLS, my better felf ! forbear 5 
For, if thou tell' ft. what Cambridge plcafurcs are,. 
The fchool-boys' fin will light on me, 
11, in mind at leaft, a truant be. 

Tell me not bow you feed your mind 
With dainties of philofophy j 
In Ovid^S nut I.fhall not find 
. The t«fte once pleafed me«. 
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6 tell me not of logick*8 diverfe cheer ! 

I fhall begin to loathe our cramboe here. 
Tell me not how the waves appear 

Of Cam, or how it cuts the learned (hire ; 

I fliall contemn the troubled Thames 

On her chief holiday j ev'n when her fireams 
Are with rich folly gilded j when 
The quondam dung-boat is made gay, 
Juft like the ||ravery of the men^ 
And graces witti fVeih .paint that day ; 

When th* city (hines with ^ags and pageants thero^ 

And fatin doublets, feen not twice a year. 

Why do I ftay then ? I would meet 
Thee there, but plummets hang upon my feet : 

*Tis. my chief wifh to lire with thet. 
But not till I deferve thy company : 

Till then, we '11 £:om to let that toy^ 
Some forty miles, divide our keorts : 
Write to me, and I (hall enjoy, 
Fnend(hip and wit, thy better parts. 
Though emvious Fortune larger hindrance brings^ 
We Ul eafily fee each others LoVe hath wing». 
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THE MOTTO. 



" Tentanda via eft, &c." 

WHAT ihall I do to be for ever known. 
And make the age to come my own ? 
il (hall, like beaftft or common people* die* 

Unlefs you write my elegy ; 
Whilft othevs great, by being born, are grown ^ 

Their modiers* labour, not their own. 
In this fcale gold, in th' other fane does lie* 
The weight of dut mounts this £b high. 
Thefe men are Fortune^s jewels, moulded bright^ 
Brought forth with thetr own fire and light : 
f I, her vulgar ftone, for either look* 
Out of myfelf it muft be ftrook. 
St I muft on^ What ibund is *t ftrtkes oune ear? 

Sure I Fame*8 trumpet hear : 
bunds like the laft trumpet j for it can 
•Raifemp the buried man. 
•aft Alps ftop mej but I *11 cut through all. 
And march, the Mufes* Hannibal. 
:e, all the flattering vanities that lay 
Nets ^froies in the way ! 
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:ncc, the defire of honours or eftate, - 

And all that is not above Fate ! 
lence, Love himfelf, that tyrant of my days ! 

Which intercepts my coming praife. 
Come, my bcft friends, my books \ and lead me on ;. 

'Tis time that I were gone. 
Welcome, great Stagyrite ! and teach me now 

All I was bom to know : 
Thy fcholar's viftories thou doft far out-do ; 

He conquer'd th' earth, the whole world you. 
Welcome, leam'd-Cicero ! whofe bleft tongue ando^it- 

Preferves Rome's greatnefs yet : 
Thou art the firft of Orators ; only he 

Who beft can praife thee, next muft be. 
Welcome the Mantuan fwan, Virgil the wife t 

Whofe verfe walks- higheft, but not flies 5 
Who brought green Poefy to her perfeft age. 

And made that Art which was a R^e. 
Tell me, ye mighty Three ! what fhall I do 

To be like one of yon ? 
But you have climb'd the mountain's top, there fit- 
On the calm flourifhing head of it. 
And,' whilft with wearied fteps we upward go> 

See us> and clouds, below. 
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is not to force forae lifelefs verfes m^eet 
With their five gouty feet. 

kll, every where» like man's, muft be the foul, 

\nd Realbn the inferior powers control. 

Such were the numbers which could call 
The ftones into the Theban wall. 

Such miracles arc ceasM ; and now we fee 

No towns or honfes rais'd by poetry. 

Yet 'tis not to adorn and gild each part i 
That (hows more coft than art. 

Jewels at nofe and lips but ill appear ; 

Rather than all things Wit, let none be there. 
Several lights will not be feen, 
If there be nothing elfe between. 

Men doubt, becaufe they ftand fo thick i' th' iky. 

If thofe be ftars which paint the Galaxy. 

*Tis not when two like words make up one noife 
( Jefts for Dutch men and Englifh boys) ; 

In which who finds out Wit, the fame may fee 

In an^gi-ams and acroflick poetiy t 

Much lefs can that have any place 
At which a virgin hides her face $ 

Such drofs the fire muft purge away : 'tis )uft 

The author blufh there, where the reader muft* 

'Tis not fuch lines as almoft crack the ftage 

When Bajazet begins to rage ; 
Nor a tall metaphor in the bombail way ; 
Nor the dry chips of fliort-lung'd Seneca 9 
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' Kor tipoti all thitig^ W bbtrude 
And force fome odd fimilitudfe. 
iiat is it thtli, whtch, like the Pow^ Divhi^^ 
B only can by negatives define f 

a true piece of Wit all things muft be, , 

Yet all things there agree 5 
in the ark, join'd without force or ftrife, 

I creatures dwelt -, all creatures that had life « 
Ory as the primitive fbnms of all 
(If we compare great things with fmali) 

lirch^ without difcord or confufion, lie 

that ftrange mirror of the. Deity. 

t Love, that moulds owe man tip out of two, 
Makes me forget, and injtire yotr : 

x>k yon for myfe}f> fure, when I thought 

at yoii in any thing were to be taught, 
Carrcft my error with thy peii 5 
And, if atiy aik tut then 

hat thing ri|fht Wit and height of Genfus «, 
only Ihewyour Khisf* slhd fay, 'Tis this. 

ro THE LORD FALKLAND. 

r his fafe Rfttiflm from th^ HorfUketn Expeditioii 
againfl the ^cots. 

^ REAT is thy charge, O North ! be wife and jaft, 

^ England coiainits her Falkland to tby truidr ; 

; Hz ^'s.xjM^ 
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Return him fafe ; Learning would rather chcN 
Her Bodley or her Vatican to lofe : 
All things that are but writ or printed there. 
In his unbounded bread engraven are. 
There all the fciences together meet. 
And every art does all her kindred greet. 
Yet juftle not, nor quarrel ; but as well- 
Agree as in fomc common principle. 
So, in an army govemM right, we fee 
(Though out of feveral countries raisM it be) 
That all their order and their place maintain. 
The Englifh, Dutch, the Frenchmen, and the 
So thoufand divers fpecies fill the air, 
Yet neither crowd nor mix confus'dly there j 
Beafts, houfes, trees, and men, together lie, 
yet enter undifturbM into the eye. 

And this great prince of knowledge is by I 
Thruft into th"* noife and bufincfs of a ftate. 
All virtues, and fome cuftoms of the court. 
Other men's labour, are at lead his fport $ 
Whilft we, who can no aftion undertake,. 
Whom idleneis itfelf might learned make ; 
Who hear of nothing, and as yet fcarce kno> 
Whether the Scots in England be or no ; 
^ Pace dully on, oft tire, and often ftay. 

Yet fee his nimble Pegafus fly away. 
^Tis Nature's fault, who did thus partial gro 
And her eftate of wit on one bellow ; 
Whilft we, like younger brothers, get at befl 
But a iunall ftock, and mull work out the reH 



TO LORD FALKLAND. tot 

)W could he anfwer *t, fhould the ftate think fit 
> queftion a monopoly of wit ? 
Such is the man whom we require the fame 
e lent the North ; untouchMj as is his fame* 
: is too good for war, and ought to be 
far from danger, as from fear he ^s free, 
loft men alone (and thofe are ufcful too) 
hofe valour is the only art they know, 
ere for fad war and bloody battles born j 
t them t"he ftate defend, and he adorn. 



ON TH E DEATH OF 

SIR HENRY WOOTTON. 

VHAT fliall we fay, fmce filent now is he 
Who when he fpoke, all things would filent be ? 
ho had fo many languages in ftorc, 
tat only fame (hail fpeak of him tn more ; 
horn England now no more retumM muft fee ; 
*8 gone to heaven on his fourth embaffy. 
1 earth he traveled often j not to fay 
had been abroad, or pafs loofe time away, 
whatfoever land he chancM to come« 
read the men and manners, bringing home 
leir wifdom, learning, ^nd their piety, 
i if he went to conquer, not to fee. 
well he underftood the moft and beft 
longues^ that Babel fent into the Weft ^ 

H 3 %>^vi«jL 
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Spoke th^npi fo truly, xi^^t he ha4 (you *d fyfeai) 
liot OBly-Uy'd, but been born crery where. 
Juftly each nation's ipeech to him was known^ 
Who for the world was made, not us alone ; 
Nor ought the language of that man be lefs. 
Who in his breaft had all things to exprefs. 
We fay that learning > endlefs, and blame Fate 
For not allowing life a lon^ date : 
He did the utmoft bounds of knowledge find. 
He found them not fo large as was his mind ; 
But, like the brave Pellaean youth, did moan 
Becaufe that art had no more worlds than one ) 
And, when he faw that he through all had paft^ 
He dy'd, left he fhould idle grow at laft. 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. JORDA 
S^omi Maftev at Weftminfter School. 

HEnce, and make room for me, all you who co] 
Only to read the epitaph on this tomb ! 
Here lies the mafter of my tender years. 
The guardian of my parents' hope and fears j 
Whofe government ne*er ftood me in a tear i 
All weeping was refervM to fpend it here. 
Come hither, all who his rare virtues knew^ 
And mourn with me t he was your tutor too. 
Let^s join our fighs, till they fly far, and (ht\ir 
His native Belgia what (he *s now to do» 



ON MR. JO^RDAN. loj 

league of giief bids her with us lament ; 
er he was brought forth, and hither fent 
lyment of all men we there had teft, ' 
all the Engliih blood thofe wars haYe cbft. 
ly did- Nature this learn*d man divide ; . 
)irth.was theirs, his death the Mourtiful pride 
nglandj and, t* aroid the envious fh-ife 
ther lands, all Europe had his life, 
ve in chief 5 our country fbon was grown 
tbtor more to him, than be to *s own. 
luckt from youth the follies and the crimes, 
built up men againft the future times ; 
leeds of age are in their caufes then, 
though he taught but boys, he mode the men, 
re "'twas, a mafter, in thofe ancient days 
m men fought knowledge firft, and by it praife„ 
, a thing full of reverence, profit, fame y 
er itfelf was but a fecond name. 
comM the profit ; his inftru6lions ail 
e, like thefcience, free and liberal. 
leferv''d honours, but defpis'd them too, 
much as thofe who have them others do. 
uiew not that which compliment they call ^ 
Id flatter none, but himfelf lead of all. 
rue, fo faithful, and fo juft, as he 
; nought on earth but his own memoiy ; 
memory, where all things written were, 
fure and £xt as in Fate^s books they are» 
IS he in arts fo vaft a treaAire gainM, 
1ft (till the ufe came in, and flock remained t 

H4. ^^^ 



COWLEY'S POEMS. 
having purchasM all that man can luiow» 
Dour'd with 't to enrich others now { 
hus a new and harder talk ftiftain, 
. thofe that work in mines for others* gain : 
though more nobly, had mtich more to do, 
feafch the vein, dig, purge, and mint it too. 
lOugh my excufc would be, 1 muft confefs^ 
uch better had his diligence been lefs 5 
ut, if a Mnfe hereafter fmile on me, 
ind fay, " Be thou a poet !" men (hall fee 
That none could a more grateful fcholar have j 
For what I ow'd his life I '11 pay his grave, 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S RETURN 
OUT OF SCOTLAND, 

WElcome, great Sir ! with all the joy that 's di 
To the -return of peace and you 5 
Two greateft bleffings which this age can know ! 
For that to Thee, for thee to Heaven we owe. 

Others by war their conquefts gain. 
You like a God your ends obtain ; 
Who, when rude Chaos for his help did call. 
Spoke but the word, and fweetly ordered all. 

This happy concord in no blood is writ. 

None can grudge Heaven full thanks foi 
No mothers here lament their children's fate. 
And like the peace, bat think it comes too lat 



)N ,MIS M AJESTY^S flETURN; 165 - ^. 

3 widows hear the jocund beUs, . ^V- 
nd take them for their hufbands* kneilt i 

of- blood is fpilt, which might be £ud ; , 

our joyful holiday with red. • ' _' \\ 

ily Heaven could work this wondrous tlungy 

nd only work 't by fuch a king. - - 

e northern hinds may fmg and plough^ 

• no harm but from the weather now \ . 

gain may tradefmen love their pain, / ' 

^ knowing now for whom they gain ^ • 

3ur now may be hung up to fight, 

r in their halls the children fright, j 

of civil wars will not allow 
ly to the conqueror's brow : 
I game what fool would venture in, 
ne muft lofe, yet neither fide can win ?, 
ow^uftly would our neighbours fmile 
.t thefe mad quarrels of our ifle j 
vith proud hopes to fnatch the whole away^ j 

re bett all, and yet for nothing play ! j 

5 the filv^r Tine frighted before, * 

.nd.durft not kifs the armed ihorc ^ 

r» ran more fwitly than they ufe, 

:ed to the fea to tell the news : 

he fea itfelf, how rough foe'er, 

ould fcai'ce believe fuch fury here. 

aid the Scots and we be enemies groWn ? 

id its mafter Charles, had made us one. 

No 
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No blood fo loud as that of civil war $ 
It calls for dangers from afar. 

Let *s rather go attd fcek out them and fame; 

Thus our fore-fathers got, thus lefit, a name t 

All their rich blood was fpent with gains. 
But that which fwells their children's veins. 

Why fit we ftill, our fpirits wrapt up in lead ? 

Not like them whilil they liv'd, but now they're dead. 

This noife at home was but Fate's policy^ 

To raiie our fpirits more high : 
So a bold lion, ere he ieeks his prey, 
Lafhcs his fides and roars, and then away. 

How would the German Eagle fear^ 

To fee a new Guftavus there I 
How would it (hake, though as 't was wont to do . 
For Jove of old, it now bore thunder too ! 

Sure there are a6iions of tbds height and prai/sr 
Deftin'd to Charles's days I 

What will the triumphs of his battles be» 

Whofe very peace itfelf is viftory ! 

When Heaven beftows the beft of kings. 
It bids us think of mighty things : 

His valour, wifdom> offspring, fpcak no lefs 5 

And we» the prophets' fons, write not by guefs* 



/ 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

SIRANTHONY VANP Y K B, 1 

THE FAMOUS PAINTER. 

"T r ANDYKE i& dead 5 but what bold Mufc fhalldarft 
▼ (Though poets in that word with painters (hare) 
T' exprefs her fadnefs ? Poefy muft become 
An art like Painting here, aa art that '^ ^umb^. 
Let *8 all om* ibieran grief in 61ence kffe|p^ 
Like Tome fad pi£lure which he made ta.y;eep» 
Or tbqfe who {aw ^t ; for none his. wx>rks could vie^ 
UnmovM with the fame paififou^ which he di:e>y. 
His pieces £b with their live obje^s ftriv^^ 
That i>oth ir pL6iures fecm, or bath alive. 
Nature herfelf, amaz'd^ does doubting fiaad,. 
Which is her own ajod which the paiivtfr'% han4y 
And does attempt the like with lefs fuccefs. 
When her own work in twins ihe would exprefs* 
Hisrali-refembHng pencil' did out-paf^~ ' ' 
The mimic imagexy of l.ookiog-gWsi. 
Nor was his life lefs perfe^ than his art| 
Nor was his hand le£s erwg than, his heai:t». 
There Mras no falfe or fading colour thi?re« 
The figures fweet and well-propojtioiiM were* 
Mod other me^y fet next to him. in Tievyt, 
Appeared more Shadows thaiv the men he. drew. 
Thus ftill he liv'd, till. Heavi^n did for him call j. 
Where reverend Luke falutes him firft of all : 
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-Where he beholds new fights, divinely fair. 
And could almoft wifh for his pencil there ; 
Did hit not gladly fee how alHhings ihine^ 
Wondroufly painted in the Mind Divine, 
Whilft he, for ever ravifli'd with the fhow, 
Scorns his own art, which we admire below. 

Only his "beauteous lady ftill he loves 
>(The love of heavenly obje6ls Heaven improves) ; 
He fees bright angels in pure beams appear. 
And thinks on her he left fo like them here. 
And you, fair widow ! who ftay here aljve. 
Since heibmuchre"joices, ceafe to grieve : 
Ifcur joys and griefs were wont the fame to be j 
Begin* not now, bleft pair ! to difagree. 
No wonder death mov'd not his generous mind 5 
You, and a ncw-bom You, he left behind : 
Ev'n Fate exprefs'd his love to his dear wife. 
And let him'end your pi^lure with his life. 

P'R O M E T H E U S I l l - p ai n t e d. 

HOW wretched does Prometheus' ftate appear, 
Whilft he his fecond mifery fuffers here ! 
Draw him no more 3 left, as he tortur'd ftands. 
He blame great Jove's left than the painter's hands. 
It would the Vulture's cruelty outgo. 
If once again his liver thus ftiould grow. 
Pity him, Jove ! and his bold theft allow $ 
The flames he once ftole from thee grant him now ! 

^ ODE. 
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ODE. 

HERE 's to thee Dick; this whining Ibvc defpife; 
Pledge me, my friend 5 and drink till thou bc'ft 

wife. 
It fparkles brighter far than fhe : 
*Ti8 pure and right, without deceitf 
And fuch no woman ere will be : 
No 5 they arjsi all fophifticate. 

\^ith all thy fervile pains what canft thou wixiy 
But an ilI-favour*d and uncleanly fin ? 

A thing fo vile, and fo (hort-liv*d. 

That Venus' joys, as well as ihe, . 

With reafon may be £iaid to be 

From the neglected foam derivM. 

Whom would that painted toy a beauty move j- 
Whom would it ere perfuade to court and love ^ 
Could he a woman's heart have feen 
(But, oh 1 no light does thither come}^ 
And viewed her perfeftly within. 
When he lay fhut up in her womb ? 

Follies they have fonumberlefs in ftore. 
That only he who loves them can have more*. 

Neither their iighs nor tears are true i 

Thofe idly blow, thefe idly fall. 

Nothing like to ours at all : * 

But fijghs and tears have fexes too* 
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Here 's to thee again ; thy fenfelefs forrows dra^mg 
het the glafs walk, till all things too go round I 
Again^ till thefe two lights be four ; 
No error here can dangerous prove : 
Thy paflion, man, deceived thee more $ 
None double fee like men in love. 



FRIENDSHIP IN ABSENCE. 

WHEN chance or cruel buHnefs parts us two» 
■ What do our fouls, I wonder, do ? 
Whilft deep does our dull bodies tic, 
Methinks at home they fhould not ftay> 
Content with dreams, but boldly fiy 
Abroad, and meet each other half the way. 

Sure they do meet, enjoy each other there. 

And mix, I know not how nor where f 
Their friendly lights together twine. 
Though we perceive 't not to be fb ! 
Like loving ftars, which oft combine. 

Yet not themfelves their own conjunftioffs kAoMT. 

•Twere an ill world, I '11 fwear, for every friend 
If diftance could their union end : 
But Love xtfHf does far advance 
Above the power of tnne and fpace ; 
It fcoms filch outward circumftance. 

His time '« for ever, = every wfaerr hi» place. 



'"•^J-ere with thee, yet he ^^^^^CK. 

'*"--thefla.e„fF/"f'''-""*^'y. 
w. ^«. as hi, b^'*'^**^' Mow, 

J^f-ritcio^lt^tf^*^- 
**' '"hen we fi.- J * '**»« J 

% every wi,^^"««nonic. "^ 
^ Such and r« * "^'i or f««n. "^ 
'"•^'-<'P«ttyC? "'•'og.ttoy,. 

3 **^8HaH»aL^, i 
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And, when no ai-t affords me help or eafe, 

I feck with verfc my griefs t' appeafe ^ 
Juft as a bird, that flies about 
And beats itfelf againft the cage. 
Finding at laft no paffage out. 

It fits and fingSy and £b o>rcomes its rage» 



TO THE BISHOP OF LINCOL 

UPON HIS ENL:AR'gEMFNT OUT OF THE TO 

PARDON, my lord, that I am come fo late 
T' cxprefs my joy for your return of fate I 
So, when injurious Chance did you deprive 
Of liberty, at firft I could not grieve 5 
My thoughts awhile, like you, imprifon'd lay 5 
Great joys^ as well as forrews, make a ftay $ 
They hinder one another in the crowd, 
And none are heard, whild all would fpeak alout 
Should every man's officious gladnefs hafte, 
And be afraid to. ftiew itfelf the laft. 
The throng of gratuJations now would be 
Another lofs to you of liberty. 
When of your freedom men the news did hear, 
Where it was wiih'd-for, that is every where, 
'Twas like the fpeech which from your lips docs 
As fobn as it was heard, it ravidiM all. 
So eloquent Tully did from exile come 5 
Thus longM-for he returned, and cherilh'd Romi 



TO THE BKHOP OF LINCOLN. 
Which, cotfld no more his toogiie and couafels mi 
Rome, tiie world^s head, was nothing without his 
Wrongs to thofe iacUrcd aihe$ J ihould do. 
Should I compare any to him but you $ 
You, Xa vnhom Art and Nature did difpenfe 
The confulibip of wit and ek^uence. 
Nor did your fate difFer from his at all, 
Becaufe the doom of exile was his fall | 
For the whole world, without » native home. 
Is nothing but a prifon of larger room. 
Biit idee a melting woman fuRerM he. 
He who before out-did humanity ; 
Nor could his fpirit conftant and ftedfaft prove, 
Whofe art \ had been, and greateft end, to move. 
You put ill-fortune in fo good a drefs. 
That it out-fhone other men's happiness : 
Had your^rofperity always ckarly gone. 
As your high merits wmiW hare led it on. 
You *ad half been loft, and an example then 
But for the happy-^the leaft part of men. 
Your very fufTerings did fo graceful fhew. 
That fome ftrait envy*^ your afili^on loo $, ' . 
?or a cImt confcience and berttic naiod 

n ills their buiinefs and their ^lory ^d.. 

o, though lefs worthy Aones are drown'd ki nighty. 

lie faithful dianumd keeps his native light, 

nd is obliged to darkaefs for a ray,, 
lat would be more opprefi'd than belp'd by day, 
ur foul then moft fl»ew*4 her unconquer'd power 
8 ftronger and more armed than the Tower, 

OL. I, 1 ^^^ 
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Sure unkind Fate will tempt your fpirit Doinoie; ' 
Sir has try'd her wcakncfs and your ftrength before. 
T* oppofe him ftill, who once ha^ conquered fo^ 
Were now to be yolir rebel , not your foe ; 
Fortune henceforth will more of providence have. 
And rather be your friend than be your ibiTe. 



TO A LADY 

WHO MADE POSIES FOR. RINGS* 

I Little thought the time would ever be. 
That, I (hould wit in dwarfiih pofles fee. 
As all words in few letters live. 
Thou to few words all fenfe doft give. 
^Twas Nature taught you this rare artj 
In fuch a little much to (hew ; 
Whp, all the good ihe did impart 
To womankind, epitomized in you* 

If, as the ancients did not doubt to fmg, 
The turning years be well compared to' a ring, 

Wc *11 write whate'er from you we hear} 
iFor that 's the pofy of the year. 

This difference only will remain— 

That Time his former face does (hew^ 

Winding into himfelf again ; 
But your unwcary'd wit is always new. 



Tif 



TO A LADY. ){i5 

15 faid that conjurers have an art found out 
» carry fpirits confinM in rings about * ' 
The wonder now will lefs appear. 
When we behold your magic here. 
Vou, by your rings,' da-prifoners take," 
And.chain them wijtk:your:myftic fpe'lls. 
And, the ftrong' witchariit full to m^ke, 
ve, 'the great devil, charmed to thofe circles, dwells. 

ley who above do vaiious circles find, \ 

)r, like a ring thv Equator heaven does bind. 
When heaven (hall be-adom'd by thee ■ 
(Which then more Heaven than 'tis will be), 
'Tii thou muft write the pofy there j 
For it wanteth one as yet, 
Though the fun pafs through 't twice a yearj '.* 
!ie fun, who is efteemM the God of wit. 

appy-the hands which wear tliy facred rings, 

hey HI teach thofe hands to write myfteriows things. 

Let other rings, with jewels bright, ■' 

Caft around their coftly light ; 

Let them want no noble ftone, 

By nature rich and art refin'd ; 

Yet iDiall thy rings give place to none. 
At only that which muft thy nurriage bind^ ■ • . 

/' 



Hi covrttr*s TotUs^ 

PROLOGUE TO THE GUARDIi 

BSrOA.S'TltB yRZRCS.. 

WHO fe]n die timetdo ieaxnii^ diiaUow^j 
?1^ M(k I *twft8 mver hoMur*d ib as « 
When y0u tppCMU-y grttt Pmct t our ntght is A 
Yoa are cfiir «MrnHig-#afiy and ihail be* our foil, 
But our fcene *8 London now ; and by the rout 
We perifhy if dw Round-heads be aboot t 
iFor now «o omamoiit the head muft wear^ 
Ko baysy »o mttrey not £6 aach as hair. 
Ho^ ca6 a pky paft Mely, when ye kng^ 
Cheapfide-crofs hUn for iHaking but a ihow^ 
Our only hope is this, that it may be 
A ]^ay may pafe too, aaade extempore. 
Though other artt poor and negk^led groiv^ 
They *U admit Poefy which was always fo» 
But we contemn the fury of thefe days, . 
Aad icora no lefs their cenfnre than their praJ 
Our Mufe, bleft Prince I does only*' on you r 
Would gladly live, but not refufc to die. 
Accept our hafty zeal *. a thing that *s playV 
Ere *tis a play, and a^ted ere *tis made^ 
Our ignoraaccy but our duty too, we (bowf 
I would all ignorant people would do fo i 
At other times expe£k our wit or art | 
This comedy is a^ed by the heart. 
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THE £P{I,QGUS« 

TH £ play» great Sir! is do»e ; yet ntti^ mi 
fear* 
Though you brought all yoDur ii^tiher'^s m^cies i^cre, 
It may offend yoar Higbaels $ and ve ^iUve now 
Three hours done treafon here, for aught we ]uk>w« 
But po^}^r your grace can above Nature give» 
It can give power to make abortives live $ 
In which, if our bold wiihes ihould be croft» 
'Tis but the life of one poor week 't has loft : 
Though it ihould fall beneath your mortal fcqrn. 
Scarce could it die more quickly than *twas born* 



ON THJS PJ5ATH OP 

MR. WILLIAM HERVEY. 
Immodlcis brevis eft xta», $e rara fene&us.^* Mart* 

T was a dilmal »d a fearful night, 
Starce coiild the v^orn drive qn tb* unwilling l^ght^ 
ten deep, death^s im^ige» left my trpvihled breafty 

By ibmethmg lij^er dat(i poO^ft. 
eyes with tesirs did uncommandcd flow. 

And oh my foul hung the dptl weight 

Of Ibme ii^lerable ^te, 

bell'was that ? ah me ! too much I know. 

I ^ ^n 
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My fweet companion^ and my gentle peer. 

Why haft thou left me thus unkindly here,-. 

Thy end for ever, and my life» to moan ? 
O, thou haft left itit all alone ! 

Thy foul and body, when Death's agony 
Beiieg*d around diy noble heart. 
Did not with more relu£(ance part. 

Than J, my deareft friend ! do part from thee* 

My deareft friend, would I had dy^d for thee ! 
Life and this world henceforth will tedious be« 
Nor fhall I know hereafter what to do. 

If once my griefs prove tedious to3. 
Silent and fad I walk about all day, 

^s fullen ghofts ftalk fpeechlefs byj 

Where their hid treafures lie^ 
Alas ! my treafure *s gone I why do I ftay ? 

<^e was my friend, the trueft friend on earth ;, 
A ftrong and mighty influence joinM our birth | 
Nor did we envy the moft founding name 
By friendfhip given of old to fame. 
None but his brethren he and iifters knew. 
Whom the kind youth preferrM to me | 
And ev^n in that we did agree, 
Forjasch above myfetf I l{ffi ^hsiB tgg. 

Say, for you faw us, ye immortal lijg^hts. 
How oft unweary'd have we fpent the nights^ 
Till the Ledaean ftars, fo famM for love^ 
WonderM at us from above I 
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We fpent them not in toys, in lufts, or wine^ . 

Bu^iearch of deep Philofophy, 

Wit, Eloquence, and Poetry, 
Arts which I lov'd, for they, my friend, were thint 

Yefields of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, fay 

Have ye not feen us walking every day ? 

Was there a tree about which did not know 
The love betwixt us two > 

Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade j ; 
Or your fad branches thicker join, 
And into darkfome ihades combine, 

Daric as the grave wherein my friend is laid ! 

Henceforthy no learned youths beneath you fing. 
Till all the tuneful birds to' your boughs they bring j 
No tuneful birds play with their wonted chear. 

And call the learned youths to hear | 
No whiftling winds through the glad branches fly i . 

But all, with fad folemnity. 

Mute' and unmoved be. 
Mute as the grave wherein my friend does lie« 

To him my Mufe made hafte with every ftrain, 
Whilft it was new and warm yet from the brain : 
He loT^d my worthlefs rhymes, a^id, like a friend. 

Would find out fomething to commend. 
Hence ndrar, my Mufe ! thou canft not one delight & 

Be this my lateft verfe, 

With which I now adorn his hearfe ; 
And this my grief, without thy help, ihall write. 

I 4 ^ 



I 



COWLEVS POEMS. 

Haul I 3 wrtaib of bays aboirt mj bnjWj 

I &ouW cojitciun that flcrtiriChing hptustir aowr | 

Condcitici It to tbe fiie, and foy td h^ar 

It r^^e OLiiei oracklc tKrrr, 
InAesd 13 f b^y$y crown witk ^ cypc^fc me | 

Cyprefs, wliick tambs dots beautify ; 

Not Fbczbofi griev^ds to much as I, 
ir hbn who firH wa^ made that inourtifii] tr«e« 



arge w^s his fon] ; a.s Isr^c s fcniJ a» ere 
Submitted to mfortn a body here ; 
High as the place 'twas Qiortly" in beaten to h«iT| 

But low and humble ^% his grave : 
So high, tbat ^U the Vinytt tiore did came^ 
to tbejr chicftil Jcat 
Cofifpiciioug and great ; 
ioWf that for me too it made u. coonti 

: ftoni'd this hufy world below, and all 

hat we* mi ftakeu m^^rtaU I plcafure call ^ 

Was fiird widi innoceDt gallantry and truth j 

Tritimphant o*cr tbe fins of youth* 

tf like the ftar?, to which he jiow is gunt^ 

That ftiine with beams like flamcj 

Vft bum not with the fame^ 

Had all the Hght of y&tith» of th^ Ere noat* 

ICnowlcd^* he Dtily fmtght^ and fo (bon eaugflif^ 
As it' for htm Kitowlcd^^ kid rather fougbt^ 
or did more Learning ever erawdcd Qe 
Iti fitth a (hort Diomlityp 
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Whene'er the (kllW yevuh dircour8*d ©» writ. 

Still did the notions throng 

About his eloqvent tongoey 
Nor could his ink flow fiAtr than his wit* 

So ftrong a wit did Nature to him frame, 
As all things but his judgment overcame ; 
His judgment like the heavenly moon did fhow> 

Tempering that mighty fea below. 
Oh ! had he lir'd in Leaming^s world, what bouMl 

Would have been able to control 

His over-powering fiml ! 
We 'ave loft in him aits that not v«t are fovfttd» 

- ■ --- iiiirin »i, I. ,1 «.a«rauA ~rT i Mil III lip I I I mm i~~" i i " *--•- i*"^^ 

ilis mirth was the pure fpirits of various wit» 

Yet never did his God or friends forget ; 

And, when deep talk and wifdom came in view,^ 
RetirM, and gave to them their due :«> 

For the rich help of books he always tooky ^ 
Though his own fearching mind before ^ 
Was fo with notions vnritten o'er ^ 

Afi if wife Nature had made that her boc^« ^ 

^ So many virtues joined in htm, as we 
Can fcarce pick here and there in hiftory | 
More than old writers' pra£lice ere could reach $ 

As much as they could ever teach. 
Thefe did Religi«n, Queen of virtues t iway $ 
And all their facred motions fteer, 
Juft like the £rft and highcft fphere^ 
Which wheels about> and turns all hearen one way. 
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There, whilft immortal hymns thou doft rehearfej^ . 

Thou doftwith holy pity fee 

Our dull and earthly poefy. 
Where grief and mifery can be joined with verfe. 

G D e; 

IN IMITATIONOF HORACE'S ODE* 

** Quis multa gracilis te pucr in rosa 

« Pcrfufus," &c. Lib. I. Od. 5. . 

TO whom now, Pyrrha, art thou kind ? 
To what h'eart-ravifli'd lover 
Doft thou thy golden locks unbind, 
Thy hidden fweets difcover. 
And with large bounty open fet 
All the bright floras of thy rich cabinet ? 

Ah, fimple youth ! how oft will he 

Of thy changed faith complain I 

And his own fortunes find to be 
So airy and fo vain. 
Of fo cameleon-like an hue, 

That ftill their colour changes with it too ! ' 

How oft, alas 1 will hie admire. 

The blacknefs of the ikies I 
Trembling to hear the winds found higher. 

And iee the billows rife; 1 

Poor iinexperiencM lie^ 
Who nt'(M-| aks] before had be«n at iea I 

Itft 
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And no hceatii ftiniag hearti 
In the clear heaven of thy brow 

Na £nalkft cWud appears. 

He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay. 
And tnifts the £uthlef9 April •f thy May. 

CiAappy, thrice vnhs^iy, he, 

T* whom thou untry^d doft fhine ! 

Sut there H no danger now for me. 
Since o^ei: Loretto*s fiirine. 
In witaefs tff the (hipwreck paft« 

My confecrated vefTel hangs at laft* 

IN IMITATION OF 

M A'R TIAX'S EPIGRAM. 

'< Si tecum utihi, chare Martialit/^ ke^ L*5. £p. 2t> 

IF, deareft friend, ittay good fate might be 
T* enjoy at ence a quiet life and thee i 
If we for happinefs ^oM leifure Btidf 
And wandering time into a method bind ; 
We (hould not fure the great-men^s favdur need» 
Nor on long hopes, die court's thin diet, fieed$ 
We flioidd not patience imd didly to hesr 
The calumnies and flatteries Ipoken -diere } 
We ihould dot the lords* tables bumbly ufef 
^ Ortalkinladiei'cfaaixAertlortaiidiMWii 

But 



B^ut booksi and wife difcourft^ gardens and fields. 

And all the joys that umnixt Nature yields | 

Thick fummer fliadest where winter ftill doe» lie^ 

Bright winter fires, that fummer^ s part iupply j 

Sleep, not contrord by cares, con£nM to night,, 

Or bound in any rule but appetite ^ 

Free, but norlkvage oriingracibus mirth, 

Rich wines,^ to pvt it qttick and eafy birth | 

A few companion»,'*»rhfch^ttrieltres fliouKI chufe, • 

A gentle miftrefs, and a ^^entkr Muft. 

Such, deareft friend-l hidhi withoift doubt,, fliould! bo 

Our place, our bufinefs, and our company* 

Now to himfelf, alas ! does neither live. 

But fees good funs, of which we are to give 

A fbri£k account, fet and march thick away s 

Knows a nan hmn to live, and does he &ay i 

THE CHRONICLS^ 

A B A L L A P* 

MARGARITAfirfl pofle^ 
If. I cemember well, my brea^ 
Margarita firil of all $ 
But when awhile the wanton maid 
With my ivftlefs heart had p1ay*d, 
Man!hatook the flying ball. 

Martha foon did it nfiga ; 

'Satke.btfMteeiM Catbttuie* 



Hi c b w L E Y * s 'p omi^ 

Beauteous Cadiarine gave place ' = 
(Though loth and angry ihc to part 
With the poflHHon of my heart) 

To EHza^s conquering face. 

Eliza till this hour might reign. 

Had £he not evil counfels ta*en». 
Fundamental Jaws -{he broke^ . 

And^ftill new iavourites^ihe chofe^ 

Till up in anns my paflions rofe, 

^ And caft away iier yoke. 

^aiy then, and gentle Anne, 

Both to reign at once begait j 

Akeniately they fvirayM ; 
And fometiracs Mary was the fair. 
And fometimes Anne the crown did wear. 

And fometimes both I' obeyed. 

Anothti* Mary then arofe. 

And did rigorous laws in^pof^j 
A mighty tyrant flie ! 

Xong, alas ! fliould I have been 

Under that iron-fccptdr'd queen. 

Hid not Rebecca fet me free. - 

When fair Rebecca fet me free, 

'Twas then a golden time with me : 
But foon thofe pleafures fled j 

^or the gracious princefs dy'd, 

In her youth and beautyXpiide, 

And Juilld reigned ia'herfitatf; 

One 
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iCne month, three days, and half ah hour, 
Judith held the fovereign power : 
Wondrous beautiful her face ! 

But fo weak an^ fmsQr her wit,' 

That fhe*to .govern was uhfit. 

And fo Suianna took her place, 

But when Ifabelja came, 

ArmM with a redftlefs flame. 

And th' artillery of her eye j 
Whilft (he proudly marched abouJt, 
Greater coaquefts to find out. 

She beat out ^ufan by the bye* 

But in her place I then obey'd 

Black.cy'd Befs, herviccroy-maid | 

To whom enfued a vacancy > 
Thoufand worfe paflions then poflTeft 
The interregnum 6f my brcaft 5 

filefs me from fuch an' anarchy ! 

• Gentle Henrietta then. 

And a third Mary, next began ; 

Then Joan, and Jane, andAudria.^ 
. And then a* pretty Thomafme, 
<And then another Katharine, 

And then a long gt csttera. 

But (hould I now to you relate. 

The ftrength and riches- of their ~ftate| 
The powder, patches, and the pins. 

The ribbons, jewels, and the rings, 



The lace^.tbe jpsaat, and warlike things. 

That make vp all the^* sna^azijoes $r 

If I Should tell the {M>litic acts . 

To take and keep men^s liearts ; 

The IfBtters, embadies^ andi][}ies. 
The frowns, aUd fmiles, and flatteries, 
The quarrels, tears, and perjtmes 

(Nuniberids, namefefr, myfterfcs !). 

And all the little Kmc-twigs TaMi 

By Machiavel the waiting-roaid ;. 
I niore voluminous flionltl grow 
(Chiefly if I like them ibouldtell 
All chsia^ of wtathers that b«fell) 
Than,ttdiiftihcd ac St»w. 

Sut I will briefer with them b^. 

Since few of tbem wece loag wi^ me*. 
< An higher and a nobler ftrain 
My prefent Emperefs does clain;, 
Heleonori,^ fifd 6* th' name ; 

• "WTiom tjod grant, long to reign V 
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TO SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT, 

Upon his two firft Books of G0NDIBEK.T9 

Finifhed before his Voyai;e to Aineri<;a. 

METHINKS heroic poefy till now. 
Like fome fantaftrc fairy-land did fhow ; 
Oods, devils, nymphs, witches, and giants* race. 
And all but man, in rnan^s chief work had place. 
Thou, like fome worthy knight with facred armsi 
Doft drive the monfters thence, and end the charms : 
Inftcad of thofe doil men and manners plant, 
The things which that rich foil did chiefly want* 
Yet ev*n thy Mortals do their Gods excel. 
Taught hy thy Mufe to fight and love £0 well. 

By fatal hands whilft prefent empires fall. 
Thine from the grave pail monarchies recall ; 
So much more thanks from human -kind does merit 
The Poet's fury than the Zealot's fpirit t 
And from the grave thoti mak'ft this empire rife. 
Not like fome dreadful ghoft, t* affiright our eyes. 
But with more luftre and triumphant ftate. 
Than when it crownM at proud Verona fate. 
So will our God rebuild man^s periih'd frame. 
And raife him up much better, yet the fame : 
So God-like poets do paft tbiogs rehearie. 
Mot change, but heighten, Nature by their vcrft* 

With Ihamie, metinnks,. great Italy muft fee 
Her iDonquerors nut*d to life again by thee: 1 

yoL.I. k» ^^^^ 
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Rais'd by fuch powerful verfc, that ancient Rome 
Mjiy blufli no lefs to fee hpr wito'ercome. 
Some men their fancies, like their faith, derive, 
And think all ill but Aat which Rome does give 5 
The marks x)f Old and Catbolick would find ; 
To the fame chair would truth and fi^ion bind. 
Thou in thofc beaten paths difdain'ft to tread; ^ 
And fconafft to live by robbing of the dead. 
Since time does all things change, thou think^ notik 
This latter age (hould fee ail new but wit 5 
Thy fancy, like a flame, its way diaes make. 
And leave bright tracks for following pens to take« > 
Sure 'twas this noble boidncfs of the Mufe 
Did thy defire to feek new worlds infufe; 
And ne'er did Heaven fo much a vdyagc blefsy 
If thou canft plant but there with like fuccefs* 
'-.J 

AN ANSWER TO 

A COPY OF VERSEa 

S£NT ME TO JERSEY. 

AS to a northern people (whom the fun 
Ufes iuft as the Rofl^uUh ^cHurcii has done 
Her prophane laity, aad ^^«a afi^» 
Bread only botk to ferve forbtmi'Sad nrine) 
A rich Canary fleet wekasieAmfiet^ 
Such Tioirrfort to us item ifjpixr kl^CT.giires, 
Fraught with -briik racy mcrioB^'iil'wkidi'Mrtf . : V 
The foil fnw wbenoe they cntiitiiic, todii and iec!: 
-• ' 6\ich 



ANSWER TO A COPY OF VEJISES. jn 
Such is your pj'jefenttQ lis ; for youuiuft know^ 
Sir, that verfe does wtfiu iti^.iflftnd gr^w, .. 
No more tUjai ^k : ioae Iduiy. did not ^»r 
(Without th£ Mufes' ienYie) io f Jaat it hei^ei ;. 
But it produc'd fech bafe, Jtovigb» craHbed, hedgCh 
rhymes, as ev*n fct the hearers' car$ on tdg€ : 
Writtenby *»-^ — m u ■ « ££c].iake, the 
Year of our Lord fix butidx^ thirty-three. 
Brave Jerfey Mufe I »nd fce.'f for this high %ic 
Caird to this day the Homer of the lie, 
Alas ! to mpp here iip vprds kfs fcard be 
To rhyit*^ wkh, tiiian * Mount Orgi*eil is t0 im$ 
Mount Orgueil 1 vhich, ita foor» o' th' Mttfes' i*«r. 
With oo yoke*felioMr ^^jocd fvriil lieiga to draw. 
Stubborn Mount Orgueil ! 'tis a work to make it 
Come into rhyme, more hard than 'twere to take it. 
JUas ! lo .bring your tropes ajid figures here, ' 
Strange as to bring camels and elephants were $ 
And njc^ikphor is fo y nju^op^n n thing, 
'Twould need the preface of " God fave the King." 
Yet this I'll fay, for t^* honour of the place. 
That, by God's extraordinary grace 
(Which fbows theftcople haim judgment, if not wit) 
The land is undefil'd watk CUncfaes yet $ 
Which, in my poor Opinion, I eonfefs. 
Is a mbft £ngtiiar bldfing, «nd no haSB 
Than Ireland's wtuiting ipidcns. Aj»d, fo f<r , 
From th' a6bial iki iof^iabaft too they are, 

'f Thfi iia^e of <OQa of the caftles in Jerfey. - 
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(That other crying fin o' th' Englifti Mufe) 
That even Satan himfelf can accufe 
None here (no not fo much as the divines) 
Foi th' motus prim'h primi to ihx)ng lines. 
Wdl> (tnce the foil then does not naturally bear 
Verfe, who (a devil) fliould import it here } , 
For that to me would feem as ftrange a thing 
As who did firft wild beafts into* iflands bring } 
UnleTs you think that it might taken be 
As Green did Gondibert, in a prize at fea s 
But that "% a fortune falls not every day ; 
*Ti8 true Green was made by it 5 for they fay 
The parliament did a noble bounty do> | 

And gave him the whole prizey their tenths and fifi 



THE TREE OF KNOWLEDG 

THAT THERE IS NO KNOWLEDGE. 

Agatnft the Dogmatics. 

THE facred tree 'roidft the fair orchard grew } 
The Phoenix truth did on it reft. 
And built his perfumM neft % 
That right Porphynan tree which did true Logick i 
Each leaf did learned notions give. 
And t\C applet were demonftrative i 
So clear their colour and divine, 
Thevery (hade they c&ft did other lights oul*ihiBe 

••1 



THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE. xjj. 
«' Tafte not/' faid God 5 " 'tis mine and angels' meat j 

«* A certain death doth fit, 
«* Like an ill worm, i' th' core of it. 
«* Ye cannot know and live, nor live or know and cat." 

Thus fpoke God, yet man did go 

Ignorantly on to know | 

Grew fo more blind, and (he 
Who tempted him to this, grew yet more blind than he. 

The only fcience man by this did get, 

Was but to know he nothing knew : 

He ftrait his nakjednefs did view, 
His ignorant poor eftate, and was afham'd of it« 

Yet fearches probabilities. 

And rhetorick, and fallacies. 

And feeks by ufelefs pride. 
With flight and withering leaves that nakednefs to hide. 

** Henceforth," faid God, ** the wretched fons of earth 

" Shall fweat for food, in vain, 

** That wilf not long fuftain ; 
*' A^^ bring with labour forth each fond abortive birth. 

** That ferpent too, their pride, 

«* Which aims at things deny'd ; 

«* That learn'd and eloquent luft j 
« Inftead of mounting high, ihall creep upon the duft.** 
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REASON. 

THE USE OF IT IN DIVINE MATTERS* 

SOME blind themfelves, 'caufe poflibly they may 
Be led by others a right way ; 
They build on fands, which if unmov'd they find, 

*Tis but becaufe there was no wind. 
Lefs hard 'tis, not to err ourfelves, than know 

It' our forefathers errM or no. 
When we tniil men concerning God, we then 
Truft not God concerning men. 

Vifions and infpirations fome cxpe6l 

Their courfe here to direct j. 
Like fenfelefs chemifts their own wealth deftroy. 

Imaginary gold t' enjoy : 
So ftars appear to drop to us from flcy. 

And gild the paflage as they fly ; 
But when they fall, and meet th' oppofing ground. 

What but a fordid dime is found ? 

Sometimes their fancies they 'bove reafon fet. 

And fall, that they may dream df meat j 
Sometimes ill fpirits their fickly fouls dehide^ 

And bai}ard forms obtrude : 
So Endor's wretched forcerefs, although 

She Saul through his difguife did know. 
Yet, when the devil comes up difguis'd, flie cries^ 

''^L'hM ! the Gods arifc.'* 

la 
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In vain, alas ! thefe outward hopes are tryM ; 

Reafon within 's our only guide ; 
Reafon, which (God be prais'd !) ftill walks, for all 

Its old original fall : 
And', iince itfelf the boundlefs Godhead join'd 

With a reafonable mind. 
It plainly (hows that nayfteries divine 

May with our reafon join* 

The holy book, like the eighth fphere, does fliinc 

With thoufand lights of truth divine : 
So numberlefs the ftars, that to the eye, 

It makes but all one galaxy. 
Yet Reafon muft affift too i for, in feas 

So vaft and dangerous as thefe. 
Our courfe by ftars above we cannot know. 

Without the compafs too below. 

Though ReafoB cannot through Faith's myfteries fee. 

It fees that there and fuch they be ; 
Leads to heaven's door, and there does humbly keep. 

And t^re through chinks and key-holes peep : 
Though it, like Mofes, by a fad command, 

Muit not come into th' Holy Land, 
Yet thitKer it infallibly does guide. 

And from afar *th all defcryM. 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF MR. CRASHAW. 

POET and Saint ! to thee alone are given 
The two moft facred names of Earth and Heaven ^ 
The hard and rareft union v^hich can be. 
Next that of godhead with humanity. 
Long did the Mufes' banifli'd (laves abide. 
And built vain pyramids to mortal pride 5 
Like Mofes thou (though fpells and charms withftand) 
Haft brought them nobly home back to their holy land. 

Ah wretched we, poets of earth ! but thou 
Wert living the fame poet which thou 'rt now j 
Whiift angels fmg to thee their airs divine. 
And joy in an applaufe £0 great as tmne. 
Equal fociety with them to hold, 
'J bou need'ft not make new fongs, but fay the old j 
And they (kind fpirits !) (hall all rejoice, to fee 
How little lefs than they exalted man n>ay be. 
Still the old Heathen Gods in Numbers dwell $ 
The heavenlieft thing on earth ftill keeps up hill ! 
Nor have we yet quite purgM the Chriftian land | 
Still idols here, like calves at Bethel, ftand. 
And, though Pan^s death long fmce all oracles broke. 
Yet ilill in rhyme the fiend Apollo fpoke : 
Nay, with the worft of heathen dotage, we 
(Vain men I) the monftcr Woman deify j 

Find 
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Find; ftars, and tie our fates there in a face, 
AndLparadife in them, by whom we loft it, place. 
Whal different faults corrupt our Mufes thus ?. 
Wanton as girls, as old wives fabulous ! 

Thy fpotlefs Mufe, like Mary, did contain 
The bcundlefs Godhead $ (he did well difdain 
That her eternal verfe employed fhould be 
On a lefs fubjeft than eternity ; 
And for a facred miftrcfs fcorn'd to take, 
But her whom God himfelf fcom*d not his (poufe to 

make. 
It (in a kind) her miracle did do 5 
A fruitful mother was, and virgin too. 

* How well (bleft fwan !) did Fate contrive thy death> 
And made thee render up thy tuneful breath 

In thy great miftrefs' arms, thou moft divine 
And richeft offering of Loretto's ihrine ! 
Where, like fome holy facrifice t' expire, 
A fever burns thee, and Love lights the fire. 
Angels (they fay) brought the famM chapel there. 
And bore the facred load in triumph through the air : 
* Tis furer much they brought thee there j and they. 
And thou, their charge, went finging all the way. 
. Pardo n, my mo ther-church J if I confeot 
Ti^i- ^«ff|| l^<^ \i\jffjwhe n frona th e e he went i 
Ff ^* n in error fure no danger is . 
When joinMwith fo much piety as hi«, 

• Mr. Craihaw died of a fever at Loretto^ being 
newly chofcn canon of that church. 
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Ah, mighty God ! with fliaioe I fpeak 't, and grief. 
Ah, that our greateft faults weic in belief t ) . 
And our weak reafoii were ev'n weaker yet. 
Rather than thus our wills too ftrong for it I t 
His faith, perhaps, in ibme nice tenets might 

e wrong i bit life, I ^m fure, was in the right i 
And I myfelf a Catholick will be. 
So far at leaft, great Saint ! to pray to thee. 
Hail, bard triumphant ! and fome care beftow 
On us, the poets militant below ! 
'Opposed by our old enemy, adverfe Chance, 
^ Attacked by Envy and by Ignorance } 
Enchain'd by Beauty, tortur'd by Defircs, 
Expos'd by Tyrant-Love to favage beafts and fires. 
Thou from low earth in nobler flames didft rife. 
And, like Elijah, mount alive the ikies. 
Elifha-like (but with a wiih much Icfs, 
More fit thy greatnefs and my littlcnefs) 
Lo ! here I beg (I, whom thou once didil prove 
So humble to efleem, fo good to lote) 
Not that thy fpirit might on me doubled be, 
I ^(k but half thy mighty fpirit for me : 
And, when my Mufe foars with fo ftrong a wing, 
*TwilI learn of things divine, and firft of thee, to fiag. 
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ANACREONTI QV E S : 

O R, 

SOME COPIES OF VERSES, 

TRANSLATED PARAPHRASTICALLY OUT OF 
ANACREON. 



I. 

LOVE. 

I' L L fing of heroes and of kings. 
In mighty numbers, mighty things. 
Begin, my Mufe ! but lo ! the ftrings 
To my great fong rebellious prove ; 
The ftrings will found of nought but love. 
I broke them all, and put on new j 
'Tis this or nothing fure will do. 
Thefe fure (faid I) will me obey j 
Thefe, fure, heroick notes will play. 
Strait I began with thundering Jove, 
And all th' immortal powers 5 but Love, 
Love frail'd, and fron4 my' enfeebled lyre 
Came gentle airs, fuch as infpire 
Melting love and foft defire. 
Farewell then, heroes! farewell, kings ! 
And mighty numbers, mighty things ! 
Love tunes my heart ju(t to my ftrings. 



I 
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II. 
DRINKING. 

THE thirfty earth ibaks up the rakiy 
And drinksy and gapes for drink again. 
The plants fuck -in the earth, and are 
"With conftant drinking frefli and fair; 
The Tea itfelf (which one would think 
Should have but little need of drink) 
Drinks ten thoufand rivers up. 
So fiird that they o'o^ow the cup. 
The bufy fun (and one would guefs 
By 's drunken fiery face no lefs) 
Drinks up the Tea, and, when he 'as don^^ 
The moon and ftars drink up the fun : . 
They drink and dance by their own light j 
They drink and revel all the night. 
Nothing in nature 's fober found. 
But an eternal health goes round. 
Fill up the bowl then, fill it high. 
Fill all the glaffes there ; for why 
Should every creature drink but I ; 
AVhy, man of morals, tell me why ? 
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III. 
BEAUTY. 

LIBERAL Nature did difpcnfe 
To all things amis for their defence { 
And fomc (he arms with finewy force. 
And fome with fyiriftnefs in the courfe i 
Some with hard hoofs or forked daws. 
And fome with horns or (uiked jaws : . 
And fome with fcales, and fome with wings. 
And fome with teeth, and fome with fting^ 
Wifdom to man (he did afiTord, 
Wifdom for fhield, and wit for fword. 
What to beauteous womankind, , 
What arms, what armour, hat ihe* aflign'd } 
Beauty is both $ for with the fair 
What arms, what armour, can compare ? 
What fteel, what gold, or diamond. 
More impaflible is found ? 
And yet what flame, what lightning, e'er 
So great an a£live force did bear i 
They are all weapon, and they dart \ 
Like porcujnnes from every psMt- . 
WhQ can, alas 1 their ftreiigth exprefs, : 
ArmM, when they themfelvca usdrtsfs» 
Cap-a-pe with nakedneis ? 



] 
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IV. 
THE DUEL. 

YE Sy I will \€fvcihen, I will Aort ; 
I will not now Love's rebel proTe> 
Though I was once his enemy $ 
Though ill-advised "and ftubborn I, 
Did to the combat htar defy. 
An helmet, fpeary-axid-iiMgfaty flueldy 
Like fomtf new Ajar, I did wvild. 
Love in one hand his bow did take. 
In th* other hand a dart did ihakei 
But yet in vain the dart did ^krow. 
In vain he often drew the bow j 
So well my armour dtd refift. 
So oft by flight the blow I mift f 
But, when I thought all danger paft; 
His quiver emptyM quite at laft, 
Infteadof arrow^orofdait t .::•.'.■ • 

He (hot himielf into my heart. 
The living and the killing arrow 
Ban through the flcia, the ^fli, tke biood»: 
uAind broke the bones, and fcoreh^d the mamw, 
-Jio trench or week of. life witkftood. 
i^n vain I now the walls maintain ; 
I fet out guards and fcouts in vain ; 
Since th' enemy does within remain. 

In 
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In vain a breaft-plate jiow I wear, 
Since in my breaft the foe I bear ; 
In vain my feet their fWiftncfs try ; 
For from the body can they fly ? 

V. 

AGE. 

OF T am I by th^ women tojd. 
Poor Anacreon ! thou jgrow'ft old: 
Look how thy hairs are falling all ; 
Poor Anacreon, how they fall ! 
Whether I grow old or np, * ".' 

By th' efFefts I 4o. not k'jio^ ; 
This I know, without bein^g tojcj, .... 
'Tis time to live, if T gfpw ojd j 
'Tis time (hort pleafiires now to falce, ' ' A 

Of little life the beft lo njake, . ^ • > 

And manage wifely the laft ftake. j 

I- ■ 

VI. ■'...' .' 

THE A C C O 1^ N "T. 

WHEN aailiedaFs are ^r<4ite^d > 

(The endlefs Aims of hosLwrniHf gold) ) 
Or when the hairs arerredcon^d aH, - ; 
From fickly autumn'€ head that fall { ' 
Or when the drops that make the 4t»; ^ • 
Whilft all her fands Ay cotmtc** be | • • 

7 T\nss^ 
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Tk* jrirfiwrrrrs ax at ox^ liave^ 
A.1 onaifceii Sovei at AJirro loBCy 
^^ Oonsn wlIk sk i 
Fair CociBtkf 

Sa far, a JB efe^ygg t&exc 
Wriot thai Jt C^us ^evcoCj-dkree ; 
WnSK C&CB ac I^dbes (^ me jbc} 
WnSe wMt 2C Ixfros kbk^ 4o<ra, 
F«a floctj lofOy sni half a oar. 
AmiSl^ W€Xt to nnrg Jet wMt j^'cfriif 
TW£urIflaia 

AwlMKtflKOnMi 

Flint ■■■ami BOiM twttxtwofm 

Tkne kndred ■MR at Uodcs ad Oese I 

TIbvc kndred *lisy I "b Iwcy cao^lete i 

^or anns at Grcte cadi £kc does bcar^ 

Asd ewtrf tyt *% aa ardKr tlicre. 

Coo^s dtbftop wliy doft Aon make ? 

Tlkm thinks p er h ap s dat I miflaks. 

Seemt this to thee too great a fom ? 

WkjT maoj tlwvfiuids are to come ; 

The nis|^ Xenes could not boaft 

Sack dtfeeat nations in his hot. 

On } fiiriiijr lore, if thoa be^ft wearf » 

Mnll find ibme better lecretary. 

I haTC not yet my Periian told. 

Nor yet my Syrian lores enraU''d, 

Nor Indiant tu»;>lnibian $ 

Nor Cyprian lo^ es^ nor African § 

Noi 
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Nor Scythian nor Italian flames $ 
There 's a whole map behind of names 
Of gentle loves i' th* temperate zone. 
And cold ones in the frigi4 one, 
Cold frozen loves, with which I pine. 
And parched loves beneath the Line. 

vrr. 

» ... ... 

GOLD. 

A Mighty pain to love it is,. 
And 'tis a pain that pain to mifs { 
But, of all pains, the greateft pain 
It is to love, but love in vain. 
Virtue now, nor noble blood. 
Nor wit, by Love is underftood | 
Gold alone does paflion move. 
Gold monopolizes love ; 
A curfe on h^r, and on the man 
Who this ti-atfick firft began ! 
A curfe on him who found the ore f 
A curfe on him who digg*d the^ftore ! 
A curfe on him who did refine it ! 
A curfe on him ^o firft'did eoin itt 
A curfe, all curfes elfe above. 
On him who usM it firft in love ! 
Gold begets in brethren hate i. 
Gold in families debate ; 
Vol. !• L *Ci^\\ 






Tici 2:?rc xi2. 

FtSI. !^ anpc *««& 39^ -vQie 

l' jipe rtte i»9ie »<£ miri, iftmif.. 

Crrjs**' <»*MCraJT (fiacfcar... 

Tvfct^ » viri J «ac (£» ••« fear? 

A K O T H £ X. 

On fiuwery htd% Cuptntlj had. 
With odorous osU my head o^er-flowio^ 
And arou&d it rofc^ growing, 

* What 



"What fliould I do but drink away 
The heat and troubles of the«day ? 
In this more thatli kingly ftate 
•Love himfelf (hall on iftb tlrait.' ' 

^Fill to me. Love, nay fill it up 5 
And mingled caft intq the ^up. 
Wit, and mirth, aud nabl^ firejji . 
Vigorous health and gay deiires. 
-The wheel of life no lefs will ftay 
In a fmooth than rugged way ; 
Since it equally doth flee» 
Let the motion pleafant he. , . 

Why do we precious ointment? ihower ? 
Nobler wines why dp we pour ? 
'Beauteous flowers why do. vee fpread, ^ 

Upon the moimmcnts of the dead ? 
Nothing they but dull caA ihow. 
Or bones that haften to be fo* 
-Crown me with rofes whilft I live, 
-Now your wines and oi^;^tmen^5 giv?» 
After death I nothing cravje^ 
Let me alive my pleafures have^ 
All are Stoics in the grave. 



I 



L , -t. "t^^ 



I4t r C O.W L B Y *:S . PrO B M S. 

•• .- X. ■ ; 
T H>E G R A S S H O P P E BL 

HA P P Y infea ! what can Be 
In happinefs com{>ar*d to th^e T 
Fed with nour ifliraent dhriney 
The dewy morning^s g^tle wine 1 
Nature waits upon thee ftill. 
And thy verdant cup does fill ; 
""Tis fili'd wherever thou doft treadi 
Nature*$ felf 's thy Ganymede. 
Thou doft drinky and daAce, and' fihg j-. 
Happier than the happieft king !' 
All the fields which thou doft f(ie. 
All the plants, belong to thee ; 
All that fiimmer-hours produce. 

Fertile made with early juice, f - ' 

Man for thee does fowand plow j 
Firmer he, and landlord thou ! 
Thou doft innocently joy 5 
Nor does thy luxury deftroy ; 
The fliepherd gladly heareth thee,. 
More harmonious than he. 
Thee country hinds with gladnefs hear^, 
Prophet of the ripenM year I 
Thee fhoebus loves, and docs infpirc j. 
Phoebus is himfelf thy fire. 
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To thee, of all things upon earth» 
Xife is no longer than thy mirth* 
Happy infcft, happy thou I . , 

X>oft nekher age nor winter know } 
But, when thou 'ft drunk, and danc'di and fuiig^ 
Thy fill, the flowery ieaves among 
(Voluptuous, and wife withai, 
Epicurean animal !) 
5ated with thy fummer feaft. 
Thou retir'il to tndlefs reft. 



XI. 

THE SWAI-LOW. 

FOOLISH prater, what doft diou 
So early at my window do. 
With thy tunelefs ferenadef 
Well "*t had been had Tereus made 
Thee as dumb as Philomel | 
There his knife had done but well* 
In thy -undifcover'd i^eft 
Thou doft all the winter reft, 
And dreameft o*er thy fuatiner jeys, 
Free' from the<(oniiy (ick£oaL%* noiie : 
Free from th* ill thou 'ft done to. me ; 
Who difturbs or feeks«6at thee ? 
Hadft thou ail the cbarming notes- ' • • 
Of the wood's poetic throaty 

L 3 . K^ 
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All thy art could nmr |Ki4f 
What thou 'ft ta'cn from *ie vMiiy. 
Cruel bird .» thou 'ft ta'en k^vay 
A dream out of myiMs'tO'-ds^jr; 
A dream, kiat ne'^riKiuft equaPd be 
By all that waking cyfes may fee, 
Thou> this damage to repair. 
Nothing half fo fweet or fair, 
Nothing half fo good, canft bring,. 
Though men fay thou bring'ft the fpring. 



ELEGY UPON ANACREON^j 
WHO WAS CHDAfcto ftY A GRAl>fi-STONE, 

Spoken by !to Ood.of Lovt* 

HOW (hall I lament thiike end, 
Aly bcft fervant* and my friend ? 
Nay, and, if from a Deity . . 
So much deified as I, 
It found not too profane and oddy. 
Oh, my mafter and my god I 
For 'tis true, moft mighty poet ! 
(Though I like not mtn ihoukl know it^' 
I am in naked nature lefs«. 
Lefs by much, than in^thy dfc£i*. 
All thy verfe is CohtrJwi: 
Than the downy feathers- ^re. ' 

3 . - ' Of 
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Of my wings, or of my arrows, 

Of my mother's doves or fparrows. 

Sweet as lovers' fr^flieft kiffes. 

Or their riper following bliffes, 

Graceful, cleanly, fmooth, and round. 

All with Venus' girdle bound ; ' 

And thy life was all the while 

Kind and gentle as thy ftyle. 

The fmooth-pac'd hours of every day 

Glided numeroufly away. 

Like thy verfe each hour did pafs j 

Sweet and fhort, like that, it was. 

Some do but their youth allow me, 
Juft what they by nature owe me, 
The time that 's mtne, and not their own. 
The certain tribute of my crown : 
When they grow old, they grow to be 
Too bufy, or too wife,, for me. 
Thou wert wifer, and didft know 
None too wife for Love can grow j 
Love was with thy Kfe entwin'd, 
Clofe as heat with fire is Join'd.; 
A powerful brand prefcrlb'd the date 
Of thine, like Meleager's, fate, 
Th' antiperiftafis of age 
More enflam'd thy amorous rage ; 
Thy filver hairs yielded me more 
Than even golden ciirls before^ 

Had I the powef of creation^ 
A» X havt of geneiralTon, 

L ifc Nfl\««. 
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Where I the matter muft obey, 

And cannot work plate out of clay. 

My creatures (hould be all like thee, 

'Tis thou fhouldft their idea be : 

They, like thee, fliould throughly hate 

Bufinefsy honour, title, ftate; 

Other wealth they (hould not know. 

But what my living mines beftow ; 

The pomp of kings, they (hould confefs. 

At their crownings, to be lefs 

Than a. lover's humbleft guife. 

When at his miftrefs' feet he lies. 

Rumour they no more (hould mind 

Than men fafe-landed do the wind 5 

\Vifdom itfelf they (hould not hear. 

When it prefumcs to be fevere : 

Beauty alone they (hould admire 5 

Nor look at Fortune's vain attire. 

Nor a(k what parents it can (hew ; 

With dead or old 't has nought to do. 

They (liould not love yet all or any. 

But very much and very many : 

All their life (hould gilded be 

With mirth, and wit, and gaiety 5 

Well remembering and applying 

The neceflity of dying. 

Their chearful heads (hould always wear 

All that crowns the flowery year : 

They (hould always laugh, and (ing, 

And dance, and ibrike th' harmonious ftriog j 



Vcrfc 
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Verfe fhould from their tongu€ fo flow. 
As if it in the mouth did grow. 
As fwiftly anfwering their conuiund. 
As tunes obey the artful hand. 
And whilft 1 do thus difcover 
Th^ ingredients of a happy lover, 
""Tis, my Anacreon 4 for thy fake 
I of the grape no mention make. 
Till my Anacreon by thee fell, 
Curfed plant ! I lov'd thee well j 
And 'twas oft my wanton ufe 
To dip my arrows in thy juice. 
Curfed plant ! 'tis true, I fee, 
Th' old report that goes of thee— 
That, with giants' blood the earth 
Stain'd and poifon'd, gave thee birth ; 
And now thou wreak'ft thy ancient fpite 
On men in whom the gods delight. 
Thy patron Bacchus, 'tis no wonder, 
Was brought forth in flames and thunder | 
In rage, in quarrels, and in fights, 
Worfe than his tigere, he delights 5 
In all our heaven I think there be 
No fuch ill-natur'd God as he. 
Thou pretendeft, trakcrous Wine I 
To be the Mufes' friend and mine : 
With love and wit thou doft begin, 
Falfe fires, alas ! to draw us in j 
Which, if our courfe wc by them keep, 
'> Mifguide to madncis «r to fleeps 

Sleep 



Sleep were well ; dida *zBi learnt a way 
To death itfelf now to betray. 

It grieves me wiieii f fee what fate 
Does on the beft of mankind wait. 
Poets or lovers let them be, 
*Tis neither love nor poefy 
Can arm, againft deatii's ikialleft dart. 
The poet's head or lover's- heart 5 
But when their life, in its declifle. 
Pouches til' inevitable line, 
All the world 's mortal- to them then ^ 
And wine is aconite to men ; 
Nay, in death's hand, the grapevftdfie prove* 
A« ftrong as thunder is in Jove's.. 

) 
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V E R St S 

WRITTEN. ON 

SEVERA>L OCCASIONS*- 



CHRIST'S PASSION, 

Taken oiit of a Greek Ode, wiittcn by Mr. M^er*; 
of New-Colkge in Oxford. 

END U G Hj ray Mnft ! of earthly thitjgs,. 
And* iirfjjjrations^ but of whid j 

Take tip tSry lute, and to it bind 

iotrd knd *verlaft?ttg Arings 5 

And on them play, and to them iing. 

The h^ppf HKmmitiJi ftoiie^ 

The ItiMfitabi^ gloriiB«> 

Of the gi*ea|.csaioiied King; 
Mountainous h^ of wonders ! which ddft rife- 

Till -etrth. thbn ioineft with die ikies ! 
Too hurg« at bottom^ md at tdp tik> higk» 

To be Ktlf.foen by mortal eye t 

* Tliefe verfes^wdre nbt tnoliuled aaidngthafi! ^hich^ 
Mr. CowWy iihnfcjf.ftj^ 'f MUiqe^hi^ta <' Vjp^-^^cfc 
da/Jed by Bilhop Sprat mivvSl^x ^'ii >a?Stf^ V^ -^^^^'^^ 
*rc here tiiflingiuChed. "t^* 
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How Ihall X grafpthis boundlefs thing ? 

What flirffl play ? what (hall liing ? 
I '11 fing the mighty riddle of myfterious love, 
Which neither wretched men below^ nor blefled fpirits 

With all their comments can explain ; [above. 
How all the whole world^s life to die did not difdain^ 

I *11 fmg the fearchlefs depths of the compaiiion Divinjc^ 
The depths unfathomM yet 
By reafoQ^t plummet and tlie lioeiof v«t ; 
Too light the plummet, and too fliort the line i 
How the eternal Father did beftow 
His own eternal Son as ranfom for his foe, 
I Ul fing aloud, that all the world may bear 
The triumph of the buried Conquerer« 
How hell was by its prifoner captive led. 
And the great flayer, JDeath^ ilain by the dead* 

Methinks I hear of murdered men the voice^ 
Mixt with the murderers* confufed noi(e, 

Sound from the top of Calvary ; 
My -greedy eyes fly up the hill, and fee 
Who 'tis hangs >there the midmoft of the three ; 
Oh, how unlike '^e others he ! [the tree ! 

Look, how he bends his gentle head with bleflings from 
'His gracious hands, ne'er ftretch'd but to do good. 
Are nail'd to the infamous wood t 
And iittful man does fondly lyad 
The arms^ whick he esUendl t'tmli^ice idi human-kind. 

IXnhappy 
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Unhappy man ! canft thou ftand by and fee 

All this as patient as he ? 

Since he thy fins does bear. 

Make thou his fuffecings thine own 9 

And weep, and figh, and groan, 

And beat thy breaft, and tear 

Thy garments and thy hair. 

And let thy .grief, and let thy love. 

Through all thy bleeding bowels move. 
Doft thou not flee thy prince in purple clad all o'cr^ 
Not purple brought from the Sidonian fhore^ 

But made at home with richer gore I 
Doft thou not fee the rofes which adorn 

The thorny garland by him worn ? 

Doft thou not fee the livid traces 

Of the (harp fcourges' rude embraces > 

If yeTthou feelcft not the (mart 

Of thorns and fcourges in thy heart y 

If that be yet not crucify'd 5 
Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on his {idet 

Open, qhl open wide the (buntaiiiB of tbiae eyes, 

Andiet than call ,. Z 

Their ftock of naoiHurp forth, vbVfV if lies !; 

For this^wiiri/kitair. ^ / 

'Twould all, alas I tdo Ijtde W^ . •-' 
Though thy fait tears come "ijx&i' fea^ 
Canft thou deny him this, when he 
Has open'd all his yital fprings for thee ? 
Take heed ; for by K?8 Cdc's myfterious flood 
May well be.undcrft<iod, -. "; • 

That he will ftill retjuiic fomc waUt^ \a Vi^V^V^^. 

Ok ^ 
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t) B E 

•ON 0111MDA*« TOJEMS. 

WE allow'd you beauty, and we dPd fubmit 
To all tte tyrannies of it ; 
Ah! ci-uel fex, will you depofe u$ too in wit? 

Orinda * does in that too rdgn ; 
'Does man behind her in proud triumph draw. 
And cancel great ApoHo^s Salic law. 

We our old title plead in vain, 
^an may- be head, but woman ^s now- the brain* 

Vei-fc was Love's fii-e-anns heretofore. 

In Beauty's camp it was not known ; 
Too many arras befi.des that conqueror bore t 

'Twas the great-cannon we brought down 

T' affault a ftubborn tawn 5 
Orinda iirft did a bold ially make, 

Our ftrongeft quarter take. 

And fo fucceisful prov'dy that fiie 
Tum'd upon Love himfclf his own artillery^ 

Women, as if the body were their whole, 

Did that, and not the faul, 

Tranfmit to their pofterity j 

If in it fometime they conceived, 

Th' abortive iffiue never liv'd. 
'Twcre ihamc and pity', Orinda, if in thee 

• Mrs, Catharine Philips. 

A ipirit 
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-A fpirit fo rich, fo noble, and fo higli. 

Should unraaniir'd or barren lie. 
3ut thou induftrioufly haft fow'd and tiird 

The fair and fiTiitful field 5 
.And 'tis a ftrange increafe that it does yield. 
As, when the happy Qods aWve 
Meet all togethfirat a f«alt, 
A fecret joy unfpeakable d^es m<H«- 
In their gceat mother Cybele'8 contented l^reaft : 
With no ieis pleaiure thou, methink^) ihould fee^ 
This, thy no ieis immoitai progeny. 
And in their birth thou no one touch doft find) 
Of th* ancient cupie to woman'^Idnd : 
ThoQ bring^^ft not>ibrth wkh psin ; 
It neither travail is nor labour of thie brain s 
So eafily they from thee come, 
And there is fo much room 
In th' unexhaufted and unfathomM womb. 
That, like the Holland Countefs, thou may*ft b^or 
A child for every day of all the fertile year. 

Thou doft my vronder, woiildft,my eavy, raife^ 
If to be prais'd I lovM more than to praife : 

Where'er I fee an excellence, 
I muft admire to fee thy well-knit fenfe, 
I'hy numbers gentle, and thy fancies high ; 
Thofe as thy forehead fmooth, thefe Ipa^kling u thine 
'Tis folid, and -tis manly all, [^y^* 

Or rather *tis an^lical j 

For, 
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For, as in angels, we 
Do in thy vcrfes fee 
Both iraprov'd fexes eminently meet ; , 

They are than man more ftrong, and more than woma» 
fweet. 

They talk of Nine, I know not who. 
Female chimera*»> that o'er poets reign j 

I ne^er could iuid Ithat fancy true,- 
But have invok*d them oft, I 'm fure, in vain r 
They talk of Sappho ; but, alas ! the ihame ! 
Ill-manners foil the luftre of her fame ; 
Orinda^s inward virtue is fo* brighty^ 
That, like a lantera^s fair inclofed light. 
It through the paper flvines where (he does write. 
Honour and. fxiendfliip, and the generous fcoro, 

Of things for which we were not born 
(Things that can only by a fond diftafe. 
Like that of girls, our vicious ftomachs pleafe). 
Are the inftruftive fubjefts of her pen ; 

And, as the Roman vi6lory 
Taught our rudeland arts and civility. 
At once (he overcomes, enffaves-, and betters, men. 

But Rome with all her arts could ne'er infpire,, 

A female breaft with fuch a fire : 

The vtrarlike Amazonian train, 
Who in Elyfium now do peaceful reign. 
And Wit's mild empire before arms prefer, 
Hope *twill be fettled it their (ex by her. 

Mcrlla 
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Merlin the feer (and fure he would not lye. 
In fuch a facred company) 
Does-prophecies of learnM Orinda ihow. 
Which he had darkly fpoke fo long ago j 

Ev'n Boadicia*s angry ghoft 
Foigets her own misfortune and difgrace. 
And to her injurM daughters now does boaft. 
That Rome *8 overcome at laft, by a woman of her racev 
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UPON OCCASION OF A COPY OF VERaES. 

OF MY LORD BROGHILL^S. 



BE gone (faid I) ingrateful Mufe ! and fee 
What others thou canft fool, as well as me^ 
Since I grew man, and wifer ought to be. 
My buiinefs and my hopes I left for thee : 
For thee (which was more hardly given away). 
I left, even- when a boy, my play. 
But fay, mgrateful miftrefs ! fay> 
What for aU diis, what didft thou ever pay ^ 

Thou Mt fay, perhaps, that riches are 
Not of the growth of lands wheM thou doft tede» 
And I' as well my country might upbraid 

Becaufe I have no vineyard there.. 
Well : but in love thou doft pr^nd to reign i 

There thine the power and fordihip is ; 
Thou bad'ft me write, and write, and write again ;. 
'Twas fuchr-a way as coutd'not mifs.. 
Vol. !• M I» like. 
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' If like a fool, did thee obey : 
I wrote, and wrote, but ftill t wrote in vain ; 
For, after all my expencc of wit and pain, 
A rich, unwriting hand, carried the prize away. 

Thus I coQipIainM, and ftcait the Mufe r^lyM» 

^hat ihe had given me fame. 
Bounty ininienfe 1 and that too muil be try^d 
When I myfelf am nothing but a name. 

Who now, what^ader does not drive 
T' invalidate the gift whilft we 're alive ? 
For, when a poet now liimfeif doth ihow. 

As if lie were a eonunon £ot. 

All draw upon him, all around, 

And every part of liim they wound^ 
Happy the man that give^ the deepeft blow i 
And this is all, kind Mufe ! to thee we owe. 

Then in rage I took. 

And out at window threw, 
Ovid and Horace, all the chiming crew ; 

Homer himfelf went with them too ; 
Hardly efcapM the facred Mantuan book ; 
I my own offspring, like Agave, tore, 
And<I reiblv'd, nay, aad I think I fwore. 
That I no more the ground would till and fow, ^ 
Where only flowery wfed« ii>ftead of corn did grow. 

When (fee the fubtlc ways which Fate docs find. 
Rebellious man to bind ! 
JuH to the woik for which he is affign'd) 
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The Mufe came in more chearful than before. 
And bade me quarrel wi.^: her .now no more i 

" Lo ! thy reward I look here, and fee 

" What 1 have made" (ftid ihe) 
• ** My lover and belov'd, my BroghiU, do for thee I 
** Though thy own verfe no lafting fame can give, 
*« Thou flialt at Icaft in his for ever live. 
** What criticks, the great Heftors now in wit, 
" Who rant and challenge all men that have writ, 

** Will dare t' oppofe thee, when 
** BroghiU in thy defence has drawn his conquering 

I rofe, and bow'd my head, [pen ?** 

And pardon aikM for all that I had iaid s 

Well fatisfy'd and proud, 
I ftrait rcfolv'd, and folemnly I vow'd, 
That from her fervice now I ne'er would part ; 
- So ftrongly large rewards work on a grateful heart I 
Nothing fo foon the drooping fpirits can raife 
As praifes from the men whom all men praife : 
*Tis the beft cordial, and which only thofe 
Who have at home th' ingredients can compofe ^ 
A cordial that reftores our fainting breath. 

And keeps up life ev*n after death I 
The only danger is, left tt fliouki be 

Too ftrong a remedy ; 
Left, in removing cold, it 4iotild beget 

Too violent a heat j 
And into madnefs turn the lethargy* 

Ah ! gracious God ! that I might fte 
A time when it were dangerous for me 

Ma T^ 
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To be o'er-heat with praife ! 
But I within me bear, alas * too great allays. 

**Tis faid, Apelles, when he Venus drew, 
' Did naked women for his pattern view. 

And with his powerful fancy did refine 

Their human ihapes into a form divine ; 

None who had fat could her own pi£lure fee. 
Or fay, one part was drawn for me : 

So, though this nobler painter, when he writ,. 
Was pleasM to think it fit 
That my book (hould before him fit. 

Not as a caufe, but an occafion, to his wit; 

Yet what have I to boaft, or to apply 

To my advantage out of it ; fince I, 

Inftead of my own likenefs, only find 

The bright idea there of the great writer's mind ? 

ODE. 

Mr. Cowley's Book prefenting itfelf to the 
Univerfity Library of O x f o r d. 

HAIL, Learning's Pantheon ! Hail,, the facred ark 
Where all the world of fcience does imbark I 
Which ever fhall withfbmd, and hafl fo long withftood^ 

Infatiate Time's devouring flood. 
Hail, tree of knowledge I thy leaves fniit I which well 
Doft in the midft of paradife arife, 
Oxford I the Mufe's paradife, 
/>c/n which msty nc?«r Sfi^i tV« \)WV ^ w^^W 
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Haily bank of all paft ages ! where (hey lie 
T' enrich with intereft pofterity ! , 

Hail Wit's illuftrious Galaxy I 
Where thoufand lights into one brightnefs fpread j 
Hail, living Univerfity of the dead 1 

'Unconfus'd Babel of all tongues ! which e'er 

The mighty linguift Fame, or Time, the mighty trave- 

That could fpeak, or this could hear. [ler, 

Majeftick monument and pyramid ! 
Where ftill the fliades of parted fouls abide 
Embalm'd in verfe 5 exalted fouls which now 
Enjoy thofe arts they woo'd fo well below 5 

Whiph now all wonders plainly fee, 
^ That have been, are, or are to be, 

In the myfterious library. 

The beatific Bodley of the Deity 5 

•* 

Will you into your iacred throng admit 

The meanett BritiOi Wit ? 
You, general-council of the priefts of Fame, 

Will yQti not murmur and difdain, 

That I a place among you claim. 

The humbleft deacon of her train ? 
Will you allow me th* honourable chain ? 

The chain of ornament, which here 

Yoiv noble prifoners proudly wear 5 
A chain which will more pleafant feem to me 
Than all my own Pindaric liberty ! 
Will ye to bind me with thofe mi^ht<j TeMcvt^^sS^xsv^x^ 

Like an Apocrypha WvxSci VoVj V^ x\\."t 
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»> Offer flacr «r peofSr ■eed to far ; 
tts cUai *s a fiifart to g» cwcrr vhcRi. 
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Wk>, caiis^ nnnd Ut w i,: i iSaIi ^ m. 

Doe* aoae hof patrardtt aadzpoftlcs tkei«dpy; 
Mutpr% wlio did tfeir Ixrcs bcAov, 
Aad hints, wlio nmtyi* lir'd below ; 

With ticmbliiig and araazeniciit he begins 

To TtccUcQ. his frailties paft and fins } 
He doubts almoft his ftadon there ; 

Hit fool (ays to itielf, << How came I here?** 

It fares no otherwife with me, 

V^htn I fn3rrelf with confcious wonder fee 

Amsdft this parify*d elected company. 
With hardihip they, and pain. 
Did to this happinefs attain : 

No labour If nor merits, can pretend ; 

I think predriUnation only was my friend. 

Ah, that my author had been tjr*d like me 
To fuch a place and fuch a company ! 
Inftead of feveral countries, feveral men. 

And bufinefs, which the Mufes hate. 
He might have then improved that fmall eftatc 
Which Nature fparingly did to him give j 

He might perhaps have thriven then, 
A ffd fettled upon mt, hit child, Comcs^Vial lo Uvc. 
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*T had happier been for hiniy as well as me $ 

For when all, alas 1 is done. 
We books, I mean. You books, will prove to bc^ 
The bed and nobl^ft converfation : 

- For, though fome errors will get 10 j 

Like tinctures of original iin ; 

Yet fure we from our fathers' wit 

Draw all the ftrength and fpirit of it. 
Leaving the grofler parts for converfation , 
As the beft blood of man 's employed in generation^ 



Sitting and drinking in the Chair made out of th6 
Relicks of Sir Francis Drake's Ship. 

CHS AR up, my mates, the wind does fairly blow,,, 
Clap on^more fail^ and never fpare j 

Farewell all lands, for now we are 

In the wide fea of drink, and merrily we go. 
Blefs me, t^tis Hot ! another bowl of wine, 

And we ihall cut th« burning Line : 
Hey, boys ! ihe feuds ^iway^ and by mf'hczd I kxkov^j 

We round the world are failing now. 
What dull men. are thofe thmt tarry at home, . 
When sdsroad they might wantonly roam. 

And gain fuch experience, and fpy too > 

Such countries and wonders, as I do I 
But pr'ythee, good pilots take heed what Y0U^d6^ . 

And fail not loutowcVi ?x'^t.Tvx\ 
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With'gold there Ae vcffcl we '11 ftore. 
And never, and never be poor. 
No, never be poor any more. 

What do I mean ? What thoughts do me mifguide ? 
As well upon a ftaiF may witches ride 

Their fancy'd journeys in the air. 
As 1 fail round the ocean in this chair ! 

*Tis true ; but yet this «hair which here you {ee» 
For all its quiet now, and gravity. 
Has wandered and has travelM more 
Than ever beaft, or fiih, or bird, or ever tree, before : / 
In every air and every fea 't has been, 
*T has'con)paifiM all the earth, and all the heavens 'thas 
Let not the Pope's itfdf .with this compare, [feen. 

This is the only univerfal chair. 
Xhc pious wanderer's fleet, fav'd from the flame 
(Which ftj]l the relicks did of Troy purfue. 

And toolc them for its due), 
A fquadron of immortal nymphs became : 
Still with their arms they row about the Teas* 
And ftill make new and greater voyages ; 
Nor has the flrft poetic flup of Greece 
(Though now a flar flie fo triumphant fliow. 
And guide her failing fucceffors below. 
Bright as her ancient freight the fliining fleece) 
Yet to this day a quiet harbour found ; 
The tide of heavenr ftill carries her around* 
Only Drake's facred veflel (which before 
Ifa<f done and Hd feen move 
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Than tliofe have done or feen, 
Ev'n fince they Goddefles and this a Star has been) 
As a reward for all her labour pad. 

Is made the feat of reft at laft. 
• Let the cafe now quite alter'd be. 
And, as thou went'ft abroad the world to fee. 

Let the world now come to fee thee I 

The world will do 'tj for curiofity 
Does, no liefs than devotion, pilgrims make ■} 
And I myfelf, who now love quiet too. 
As much almoft as any chair can do. 

Would yet a journey take. 
An old wheel of that chariot to fee. 

Which Phaeton fo raftily brake t 
Yet what could that fey more than thefe remains t)f 

'Drake ? 
Great relickl thou too, in this port of eafe. 
Haft ftill one way of making voyages ; 
The breath of Fame, like an aufpicious gale 

(The great trade-wind which ne''er does fail) 
Shall drive thee round the world, and thou ihalt runi 

As long around' it as the fun. 
The ftreights of Time too narrow are for thee j 
Launch forth into an undifcoverM fea. 
And fteer the eodlefs courf« of vaft Eternity 1 
Take for iby fail this verie, and for thy pilot me 1 
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ITPON TH-a DEATA aF 

THE EARL OF BAXCARRBS. 

>np IS folly all, that can he faid, 

^ By living mortals, of th* immortal dead. 
And I *m afraid they laugh at the vain tears we ihed. 
•Tis as if we, who flay behind 
In expe£lation of the wind. 
Should pity thofe who pafsM this ftreight before. 

And touch the univerfal fhore. 
Ah, happy man t who art to fail namore ! 
• And, if it feem ridiculous to grieve 
Becaufe our friends are newly come from fea. 
Though n&'er fo fair and calm it be 3 
What would all fober men believe. 
If they, ihould hear us fighing fay, 
" Balcarres, who but th' other day 
<< Did all o\ir love and our refpe£l command ; 
" At whofe great parts we all amazM did ftand ; 
*^ Is from aftonn, alas ! caft iiiddenly on land r* 

If you will fay — Few perfons upon earth 
Did, more than he, deferve to have 
A life exempt from fortune and the grave 5 

Whether you look upon his birth 
And anceftors, whofe fame 's fo widely fpread— 
But anceftors, alas I who long ago ore dead-— 

Or: 
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Of whether you confidcr more 

The vaft increafe, as fure you ought. 

Of honour by his labour bought^ 

And added to the former ftore : 
All I can anfwer, is, That I allow 
The privilege you pleadfor ; and avow 
That, as he well deferv'dvhe doth enjoy it now. 



I 



Though God, for great and righteous end$> , 
Which his unerring Providence intends 
Erroneous mankind fhould not underftand^ 
Would not permit Balcarres* hand 
(That once with fo much induftiy and art 
Had cIosM the gaping wounds of every part)«'. 
To perfeft his diftrafted nation's cure, 
Or ftop the fatal bondage 'twas t' endure f 
Yet for his^ j;>ain6 he foon did him remove^ 

From all th' oppreilion and the woe 

Of his frail body's native foil hrelow. 
To his foul's true and peaceful country above t-. 
So Godlike kings, for lecret caiifes, known . 

Sometimes, biit to themfelves alone. 
One of their ableft miriifters ele£l, 
And fend abroad to treaties, which they* intend : 

Shall never take effeft 5 
But, thought the treaty wants a happy end. 
The happy agent wants not the 'reward. 
For which he Jabour'd faithfully and hard 5 
His juft and righteous mafter calls him- hbme. 
And gives him, neaf himfelf/fome honourable roonw 

Noble 
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Noble and great endeavours did he bring 
To fave his country, and reft^re his king 5 
And, whilft themanly half of him, (which thoife 
Who know not Love, to be the whole fuppofe) 
Perform'd all parts of virtue's vigorous life j 

The beauteous half, his lovely wife. 
Did all his labours and his cares divide j 
Nor was a lame nor paralytic fide : 
In all the turns of human ftate, 
And all th' unjuft attacks of Fate, 
She bore her (hare and portion ftill. 
And would not fuffer any to be ill. 
Unfortunate for ever let me be, 
, If 'I believe that fuch was he. 

Whom, in the ftorms of bad fuccefs, 
And all that Error calls unhappinefs. 
His virtue and his virtuous wife did ilill accompany t 

With thefe companions /'twas not ftrange 
That nothing could his temper change. 

His own and country's union had not weight 
Enough to crulh his mighty mind ! 

He faw around the hurricanes of ftatc, 

Fint as an ifland 'gainft the waves and wind. 
Thus far the greedy fea may reach $ 
All outward things are but the beach ; 

A great man's foul it doth affault in vain ! 

Their God himfelf the ocean doth reftrain 
With an imperceptible chain. 
And bid it to go back again* 



OH THE EARL OF BALCARRES. .17^ 
His wifdom, jyftice, and his piety. 
His courage both to fufFer and to die. 
His virtues, and his lady too,. 
Were things celeftiaL And we fee,, 
In fpite of quarrelling phiiofophy. 

How in this cafe *tis certain found, 1 

That Heaven ftands ftill^ and only earth goes cound. 
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UponDr. Harvey. * 

CO Y Nature (which remain'd-, though aged grown^ 
A beauteous virgin^ ftill, enjoy'd by none> » 

Nor feen unveil'd by any one) 
When Harvey's violent paflion Ihe did fee. 
Began to tremble and to flee j 
Took fanftuary,. Kke Daphne, in a tree s 
There Daphne's lover ik>pM, and thought it muc&( 

The very leaves of her to touch : 
But Harvey, our Apollo, ftop'd not fo5 
Into the bark and root he after her did go ! 

No fmalleft fibres of a plant. 
For which the eye-beams' point doth fhai-pnefs want^ 

His paifage after her withfh)od. 
What ihould ihe do ? through all the moving wood 
Of lives endow'd with fenfe ihe took her flight ^ 
Harvey purfues^i and keep» her ilill in iight» 
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But, as the deer, long-hunted, takes a flood. 
She leapM at laft into the wiikling ftreams of bloody 
Of man's mseander all the purple reaches made^ 
Till at fhe heart flie ftayM ; 
Where turning head, and at abay, 
•Thus by well-purged ears'was fhe o'erheardto fay i 

« Here fure (hall I be fafe" (faid ihc) 
'<* None will be able fure to.fee 

^* This my retreat, but only He 
" Who made both it and me. 
"•* The heart .of man what art can ; e'er rrreal ? 
*' A wall impervious between 
<* Divides the very parts within, 
•f « And doth the heart of man ev'n- from itfelf conccaU** 
• She fpoke : but, ere (be was aware, 
Harvey was with her thero^ 
And held this flippery Proteus in a chain. 
Till all her n>ighty4n;^eries he defcry'd j 
Which froib.ilii» wit: th' attempt before to hide 
Was the firft thing that Nature did in vain. 

^He the young praftice of new life did fee, 

Whilft, to conceal its toilfome poverty, 
•It for a living wrought, both hard. and privately. 

Before the liver underftood 

The noble fcarlet ^ye of blood; 

before one drop was by it made. 
Or brought into it, to fet up the trade i 
Before the untaught heart began to beat 
The tuneful march to vital heat } 

From 
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From all the fouls that living buildings rtar» . . 
Whether itmply'^t for etPll*,«rfo,:©r..w^ . -, 

.Whether it in the womb or egg be wffiiigiiti .[■ ,r^ 
. A ftria account to hiwi ie- hourly breugkt 

How the great fftbrick4oe» proce^» - : 

Whatti^e, and-iivlut inateri»lp»k4tf^liBtfd& 
:He fo exaaiy does the work iurvej^ 
As if he hir'd the i^norkers by the.'dsy* 

Thus Harvey fought for Tnithin Troth's own bookf 

The creatures — which by God himfelf was writ \ 

And wifely thought *twas fit, , 
:Not to read comments only upon k^ 
But on th' original itfelf to look. 
Methinks in Art's great drcle others ftai^ 

Lock'd-up togeth^y hand in -hand \ 

Every one leads as he is led j 

The fame bare loth they treads 
And dance^ like fairies, a fantafHc round, 
. But neither change their motion nor their ground 9 
Had Harvey t& lids road cosfinVi his.witt 
His noble circle of the blood hadbeen untrodden yet# 
Great Dodor l.th'.art of curing H ourMby thee | 

We now thy patient, Phyfiek, fee 
> From all iBTCtsntte otleifist intf 

PurgM <if Oldemrt by A)r e«rt» 
New dieted, put forth to clever airi 

It now vrill ftrong and hnlthfbl prove $ 
Itfelf before lethargic lay, and conld not more 1 

.a Thefc 
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Thefe ufefal fecrets to his pen wc owe ! 
And thoufands more *twas ready to beftow y 
Of which a barbarous war^s unlearned rage. 

Has robb'd the ruin'd age : . . 

O cruel lofs I as if the- golden fleece, 

; With fo much coft and labour bought^ 
And from afar by a great hero brought. 

Had funk ev'n in the ports of Greece* 
O curfed war ! who can forgive thee this ? 
Houfes and towns may rife again f 
i And ten times ealier *tis 

To rebuild Paul's, than any work of his : 
That mighty t?ifk none but himfelf can do. 

Nay, fcarce himfelf too, now 5 
For, though his wit the force of age withftand. 
His body, alas ! and time, it muft command ; 
And Nature now, fo long by him furpafs'd/\ 
Will fure have her revenge on him at laft.y/ 

ODE, FROM CATULLUS. 

ACME AND SEPTIMIUS. 

WHILST on Septimius' panting breaft 
(Meaning nothing lefs than reftji 
Acme lean'd her loving head. 
Thus the pleas'd Septimius faid : 

My deareft Acme, if I be 
Ojzcc alive, and lovQ not the* 
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With a paffion far above 

All that e'er was called love j 

In a Libyan defert may 

I become fome lion's prey 5 

Let him, Acme, let him tear 

My breaft, when Acme is not there. 

The God of Love, who ftood to hear hina, 
(The God of Love was always near him)- 
Pleas'd and tickled with the founds 
SneezM aloud ; and all around 
The little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow'd, and bleft the augury* 
Acme, enflamM with what he faid, 
RearM her gently-bending head ; 
And, her purpk mouth with Joy 
Stretching to the delicious boy. 
Twice (and twice could fcarce fuffice)- 
She kill his drunken rollmg eyes. 

My little life, my all ! (faid ihe) 
So may we ever fervants be 
To this beft God, and ne'er retain 
Our hated liberty again:! • 
So may thy pailion laft for me. 
As I a paflion have for thee. 
Greater and fiercer much than canu 
Be conceived by thee a man ! 
Into my marrow is it gon6, 
Fixt and fettled in the bone i 
It reigns not only in my heart, 
But runs, like life, tbrovkgVv e^trj ^^csX* 
'V0L..I. ^ ^ 
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She (poke 5 the God of Love afb'trd 
Sneez'd again j and all the crowd 
Of little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow'd, and bleft the augury. 

This good omen thus from heaven. 

Like a happy fignal given. 

Their loves and lives (all four) embrace. 

And hand in hand mn all the race. 

To poor Septimius (who did now 

Nothing elfe but Acme grow) 

Acme's bofom was alone 

The whole world's imperial throne i 

And to faithful Acme's mind 

Septimius was all human:-kihd« 

If the Gods would pleafe to be 
But advis'd for once by me, 
I 'd advife them, when they fjpy 
Any illuftrious piety, • 
To reward her, if it be ihe— . 
To reward him, if it be he— 
With fuch a hu(band,' fuch a wrfe ; 
With Acme's and Septimius' life. 



ODE 
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ITPOIS HIS 1tfA}£STY*S HESTORATION AND 
HETVRN. 

•«* — Quod optanti divum promittere nemo 

** Aiideret, volvenda dies, en, attuHt ultro,** ViR.G» 

NO W bleflfngs .on yoxi all^i ye peaceful ftv«» 
Which meet at laft To kindly, and dlfpeafe 
Your univerfal gentle influence . ' 
To calm thh flonny world and itill the rage of wars t 

Nor, whilst around the continent 
Plenipotentiary beams ye fent. 

Did your pacific lights difdaia 

In their large treaty to contain 
The world apart, o'er which do reign 
Yxmr CwtniEpk brethren of great Charles^^-wsun { 
Ko ilar amongft ye all <lid, I believe. 

Such vigorofM a£l^nce gi?e. 

As that which, thirty years ttgo. 

At * CharWt birth, did, in defpite 

Of the proud ian*t meridian light. 
His future glories and this year forelhow, 

* The ftar that appeared «t noon, the dajr of the 
king's births juft as the king his fatiier ¥^s riding tQ 
St, Paul's to give thanks to God for that blefling. 

N 4 ^^ 
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No lefs tfkRs than thde we mzy 
Be alTurM of from that powerful ray, 
Which could out-face, the Cvax^ and overcome the day^ 

Aufpicious ftar ! again arife. 
And take thy noon-tide ftation in the ikies,. 

Again all heaven prodigioufly adorn ^ 

For lo ! thy Charles again is born. 

He then was bom with and to pain ^ 

With, and to joy he *s bom again« 

Andy wifety for this feccmd birth. 

By which thou certain wert to blefs. 
The land with ^il and flouriihing happinefs^ 

Thou nrad^ft of that fair month thy choice,. 

In which heaven, air, and fea, and earth. 
And all that *s in them> alt, does fmile and does rejoice^ 
'Twas a right feafon j and the very ground 
Ought with a face of paradlfe to be found. 

Then, when we were to entertain. 
Felicity and innocence a^ln.. 

Shall we again (good Heavent) ^t blefled pair behold^ 
Which the abufed people fondly fold 
For the bright fruit of the foi^bidden^ tcee^, 

By feeking all like Gods to be ? 
Will Peace her halcyon neft'Ttntare to build. 

Upon a (hore with (hipwrecks fiird. 
And truft that ika, where, (he can hardly fay- 
She 'as known thefe twenty years one calmy day> 

Ah I mild and gallefs dove> 
Which doft the puse and candid dwellings love, 

Canft 
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Canft thou in Albion ftill delight ? 

Still canft thou think it white ? 
Will ever Fair Religion appear 
In thefe deformed ruins ? will ike clear 
Th' Augean ftables of her churches here } 

Will Juftice hazard to be feen 
Where a High Court of Juftice e'er has been f 
Will not the tragic fcene. 
And Bradihaw's bloody ghoft, alight her there» 

Her, who fhall never fear ? 
Then may Whitehall for Charles's feat be fit. 
If Juftice fhall endure at Weftminfter to iit. 

Of all, methinks, we Icaft ftiould fee 
The chearfiil looks again of Liberty, 
That name of Cromwell, which does freihly ftill 
The curfes of fo many fufferers fill. 

Is ftill enough to make her ftay. 

And jealous for a while remaift. 
Left, as a tenf^ft carried him away, 
Some hurricane (hould bring him back again. 

Or, (he might juftlier be afraid 
Left, that great ferpent, wluch was all a tail 
(And in his poifonous folds v^hole nations prifonert 
made) 

Should a third tiittc perhaps prevail 
To join again, and with worfe fting arife. 
As it had done when tut in pieces twice* 

Return, return, ye facred Four t 
AQd dread your periih'd enemies no more. 

N 3 V<sMs. 
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'Your fears' are caufelefs all, and vain» 
Whilft you return in Charleses train 5 
For God does him^ that he might you^ reftore^ 
Nor ihall the world him only call 
Defender of the faith, but of you all. 

Along with you plenty and riches go> 

With a fuil* tide to every |>ort they flow^ 

With a warm fimitful wind o*er all the country blow. 

Honour <k>es as ye march her trumpet found. 

The Arts encompafs you around; 

Aifd, againft all alarms of Fear, 

Safety itfclf brings up the rear"j 
And, in the head of this angelic band, 
Lo ! how the goodly Prince at laft does fiand 
(O righteous God !) on his own happy land s 
'Tis happy now, which could with fo much cafe 
Recover from fo dtfperate a difeafe j 

A various complicated ill, 
Whofe every fymptom was enough to kill y 
In which one part of three frenzy poiTeft, 

And lethargy the reft : 
*Tis happy, which no bleeding does endure^ 

A furfeit of fuch blood to cure : 

*Tis happy, which beholds the flame 
In which by hoftile hands it ought to burn,. 

Or that which, if from Heaven it came, 
It did but well deferve^ all into bonfire turn- 
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We fear'd (and almoft touchM the black degree 

Of inftant expe6lation} 

That the three dreadful angels we» 
Of faminey^fwordy and plague, fliould here eftablifh^dfee 
(God's great triumvirate of defolation !} 
To fcourge and to deftroy the fmful nation. 
Juftly might Heaven Proteftors fuch as thofe. 
And fuch Committees for their Safety, impofe 
Upon a land which fcarcdy better chofe. 

We fear'd that the Fanatic war. 
Which men agalnft God*s houfes did declare. 
Would from th' Almighty enemy bring down' 

A Aire deftru^lion on our own. 
We read th' inftruftive hiftories which tell 
Of all thofe endlefs mifchiefs that befel 
The facred town which God had lov'd Co well. 
After that fatal curfe had once been faid, 
•* His blood be upon ours and on our children's head.'* 
We know, though there a greater blood was fpilt, 

'Tiwis fcarcely done with greater guilt. 
We know thofe miferies did befal 
Whilft they rebelled againft that Prince, whom all 
Ttit reft of naaakind did the love and joy of mankinds 
call. 

Already was the ihaken nation 
Into a wild and deform'd chaos* brought. 

And it was hafting on (we thought) 
Even to the laft of ills — annihilation*: 
When, in the midft of this confufed night, 
Ii,o 1 the bleft Sj^irit mov'd, and there was light j 

N 4 Forv 
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Voff 10 the glMi:^os Gcoenl*s prcrions nr. 

We iaw a oew-citated day : 
We by St (aw^ thoo^ yet in roifts it fltoocy 
Tlie beauteaos work of Order moving on. 
Where are the men who bragged that God did blefs. 

And with the marks of good fuccefs 
Sign his allowance o^ their wickednefs ? 
Vain men ! who thought the Divine Power to find 
Jn the fierce thunder and the violent wind : 

God came not till the ftorm was pafl | 
Jn the fiill voice of Peace he came at laft ! 
The cruel burinefi of deftru£lion 
May by the claws of the great fiend be done \ 
Here, here we fee th' Almighty's hand indeed 
Both by the beauty of the work we iee % and by ^ 
ipeed. 

He who had ieen the noble Britifli heir, 
Kven in that ill, difadvantageous light 
With which misfortune firives t' abufe our fight<^ 
He who had feen him in h)s cloud fo bright- 
He who had feen the double pair 
Of brothers^ heavenly good) and fifters, heavenly fair !-« 

Might have perceiv*d» methinks, with eafe 
(But wicked men fee only what they pleafe) 
That God had no intent t* extingiiifh quite 

The pious king's eclipfed right. 
He who had feen how by the Power Divine 
All the young branches of this royal line 
Did in their fire^ without confuming, (hine— 

How 
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How through a rough Red-fea they had been led, 
By wonders guarded, and by wonders fed- 
How many years of trouble and diftrefs 
They M wanderM in theit fatal wilderncfs. 
And yet did never murmur or repine j— 

Might, methinks, plainly underftand. 
That, after all thefe conquered trials paft, 

Th' Almighty mercy would at laft 
Condu6l: them with a ftrong unerring hand 

To their own PromisM Land : 

For all the glories of the earth 

Ought to be entaird by right of birth ; 

And all Heaven's bleflings to come down 
Upon his ra<:«, to whom alone was given 
The double royalty of earth and heaven } 
Who crown'd the kingly with the martyrs* crown* 

The martyrs' blood was faid of old to be 

The feed from whence the Church did grow. 
The royal blood which <lying Charles did fow 
Becomes no lefs the feed of royalty i 

'Twas in difliononr fown ; 

We find it now in glory grown^ 
The grave could but the drofs of it devour 5 
•* 'Twas Town in wcaknefs, «nd 'tis rais'd in power,'* 
We now the queftion well decided tec. 
Which eaftern Wits did once conte^ 

At the great Monarches feaft, 
•' Of all on earth what things the ftrongeft be r* 

And 
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An4 ipme for women, £pme for wine, did plead j 

That is, for Folly apcj for Rage, 
Two things which wc have l^nown indeed 
Stropg in this latter age"; 

But, as 'tis prov*d by Heaven, at length. 

The King and Truth iave greateft ftrength^ 

When they their facred force unite. 
And twine into one right t 
No frantic commonwealths or tyrannies; 

No cheats, ai)d perjuri^, and lyes ; 

No nets of human policies ; 
No ftores of anns or gold (though you could joia 
Thofe of ?eru to.tjjp great Loijdpn mine) ; 
No towns J np fkets by fea, or troops by land j 
No deeply-entrench'd iilands, can with^and. 

Or airy fmall reiiftance bring 
Againft the naked Truth and the unarmed King. 

Th^ fppliib ligUts which. travellers beguile 
End. the fame night when they begin j 

No art fo far can upon nature win 

As e'er to put-out ftars, or long Jteep meteors in.. 

Where 's now that Jgnus fatuusy which ere-while 
Mifie4 ovir wandering ifle ? 

" ' ^^erQ 's t^e impoftor Cromwell gone ? 

Where 's now th^t Falling'-ftar, his fou ? 

Where 'a the large Con^et npw, whofe raging flame 

So fatal to our monarchy became ; 

Which o^er our heads in fuch proud Jaorror ftood, 
Jn/ktiate with our ruin and oMt \j\ood> 
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The fiery tail did to vaft length extend 5 
And twice for want of fuel did expire. 

And twice renew'd the difmal fire t 
Though long tlie tail, w« faw at laft its end* 

The flames of one triumphant day> 

Which, like an anti-comet here. 

Did fatally to that appear. 

For ever frighted it away : 
Then did th' allotted hour of dawning right 

Firft ftrike our raviftiM fight 5 
Which malice or which art no more could ftay^ 
Than witches' charms caa a retardment bring 
To the refufcitation of the day. 

Or refun%6lion of the fpring- 
Wc welcome both, and with improvM delight 
Blefs the preceding winter, and the night I 

Man ought his future happinefs to fear. 

If he be alwajrs happy here— 

He want$ the bleeding marks of grace^. 
The circumcifion of the chofeii race» 

If no one part of himTu|>pltei 

Thedutyofafacrifice, - ' 

He is, we doubt, referv'd intire 

As a whole vi^Um for thii firfe* 

Bcfides, ev'n in diii world below> . 

To thofe who never did ill -fortune know^ 
Tlie good does naufeoui or infipid grow* 
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Confider man's whole life, and you 'II confefs 
The (harp ingredient of fome bad fuccefs 
Is that which ghres the tafte to all his happinefs^ 
But the true method of felicity 
Is, when the word 

Of human life is plac'd the firft. 
And when the child's correftion proves to be 

The caufe of perfefting the man : 

Let our weak days lead up the van ; 
Let the brave Second and Triarian band 

Firm againft all impreflion ftand : 

The firft we may defeated fee j • 

The virtue and the force of tbefe are furc of viftory. 
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Such are the years, great Charles 1 which now we fee 

Begin their glorious march with thee : 
Long may their march to heaven, and (till tiiumphant, 
be! 

Now thou art gotten once before, 
Ill-fortune never fliall o'er-take thee more. 
To fee 't again, and pleafure in it find, 

Caft a difdainful look behind ; 
Things which offend when prefent, and affright. 
In memory well-painted move delight. 

Enjoy then all thy' affli&ions now— ■ 

Thy royal father's came at laft j 

Thy martyrdom 's already pafl: 

And different crowns to both ye owe. 
No gold did e'er the kingly temples bind. 

Than thine more try'4 and more refin'd. 

As 
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As a choice medal for Heaven's treafury 
God did ftamp firft upon one fide of thee 
The image of his fufFering humanity : 
On th' other fide, turn'd now to fight, does fhine 
The glorious image of his power divine I 
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So, when the wifeil poets feek 

In all their livelieft colours to fet forth 

A pi6lure of heroic worth. 
(The pious. Trojan or the prudent Greek)- j 
They chufe fome comely prince of heavenly birth 

(No proud gigantic fon< of earthy 
Who ftrives t' uAirp the Gods' forbidden- feat), j. 
They feed him not with neclar,. and the meat 

That cannot without jpy be eat 5: 
But, in the cold of want, and fbrms of adverfe chance^. 
They harden- his young virtue by degrees : 
The beauteous diK>p firft into ice does freeze 
And into iblid cry ftal next advance. 
His murder'd friends and kindred he does fee^. 

And from' his flaming countoy floe : 
Much is he toft at jfea, and much at land ;. 
Does long the force of angry gods withftand i. 
He does long troubles and long wars fuftain>. 

Ere he his fatal birth-right gain. 

With no lefs time or labour can. 

Deftiny build up fuch. a man. 

Who 's with fufficient virtue filVd. 

His ruin'd country to rebuild*. 



ifo COWLEY'S POEMS. 

Nor without canfe are anns from Hcarai^ 
To fnch a hero by the poets giyen : 
No hmnan metal is of force t* oppofe 

So many and Co violent blows. 

Such was the helmet, l^reaft-plate, fiueld. 

Which Charles in all attacks did wield : 
And all the weapons malice e*er coald try. 
Of all the federal makiss of wicked policy, 
Againft this armour ftruck, but at the ftroke, 
Like fwords of ice, in thonfand pieces broke. 
To angels and their brethren fpirits above. 
No (how on earth can fore fo pleafant prove. 

As mhtn they great misfc»tnnes fee 

With courage borne, and decency. 
So were they borne when Worceder's difmal dxf 
Did all the terrors of black Fate difplay ! 
So were they borne when no difguiies* cloud 

His inward royalty could Ihrowd ; 
And one of th* angels whom jaft God did fend 

To guard him in his noble flight 
{A troop of angels did him then attend !) 
AffurM me in a vifion th^ other night. 
That he (and who could better judge than he ?) 

Did th^i more greatnefs in him fee. 

More luftre and more majefty. 
Than all his coronation-pomp can (hew to human e 

Him and his royal brothers when I faw 
New marks of honour and of glory 
From their aflfronts and fufferings draw. 

And look like heavenly faints ev^n in their purgator] 
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Methoughts I faw the three Judean Youtlis 
{Three unhiirt martyrs far the nobleft truths !) 

In the Chaldean furnace walk ; 
How chearfully and unconcern'd they talk! 
No hair is fing'd, no fmalleft beauty blafted I 

Like painted lamps they fhine unwafted I 
The greedy fire itfelf dares not be fed 
With the bleff oil of an anointed head. 

The honourable flame 
^ Which rather light we ougfct to name) 
Does like a glory compafs tpenii around. 

And their'wliole body 's croWnM. 
What are thofe two bright c^atures whicH wc (ce 

Walk with the royal Th^ee 

In the fame ordeal fire. 

And mutual joys infpire ? 

Sure they the beauteous iift^rs are. 

Who, whUft they feek to bear their ikare. 
Will fufFer no affliaion to be there ! 
Lefs favour to thofc Three of old was fhown. 

To folaee with th6ir company 
The fiery trials of adverfity I 
Two Angels join with thefe, the others had but (»ie« 

Come forth, come forth, ye men of God bdov^dl 
And let the power now of that fiante. 

Which againft you fo impotent became. 
On all your enemies l^ pr6V^d« 

Come, mighty Charlet I defire of nadons I come j 
Come, you triumphant exile! home. 

Ho 
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He 's come, he 's fafe at fhore ; I hear the. nolle 
Of a whole land which does at once rej,oice» 
I hear th' united peopk's facred vofce. 

The fea, which circles us around^. 

Ne^er f(pnt to land fo loud a found y 
The mighty fhout fends to the fea a gale^ 

And fwells up every fail : 
The bells and guns are fcarcely heard at all j , 
The artificial joy '^s drown'd by the natural. 
AH England but one bonfire feems to be, 
One ^tna fhooting flames into the fea :. 
The ftarry worlds, which ihine to us afar. 

Take ours at this time for a flar. 
Whh wine all rooms, with, wine the conduits, flow ^ 
And we, the priefts of a poetic rage,. 

Wonder that in this golden age 

The rivers too fliould not do fo. 
There is no Stoick,. fure, who would not now 

Ev'n fome excels allow 5, 
And grant th^t one wild fit of chearful folly 
Should end our twenty years of difmal melancholy^. 

Where 's now the royal mother, where, 

•T^ take her mighty (hare- 

In this fo raviihing fight. 
And, with the part (he takes, to add. to the delight ^ 

Ah ! why art thou not here, 
Thou always beft, and now the happieft Queen I 
To fee our. joy, and with, new joy be feen ? 

Cod 
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* God has a bright example luaje of thee> 

To Ihew that woman-kind may be 
Above that fex which her fuperior feeips. 
In wifely managing the wide extremes 
Of great affli£lion, great felicity. 
How well thofe different virtues thee become, 
Daughter of triumphs, wife of martyrdom \ ' 
Thy princely mind wjth fo much courage bore 
Affli6lion, that it dares return no more { 
With fo much goodnefs us'd felicity. 
That it t:annot refrain from coming back to the? | 
'Tis come, and feen to»day in all its brav^l 

Who 's that heroic perfon leads it on. 

And gives it Kke a glorious bride 

(Richly adorn'd ^^^ith nuptial pride) 

Into the hands nbw of thy fon ? 
*Tis the good General, the man of praife. 

Whom God at laft, in gracious pity. 

Did to th^ enthralled nation raife. 

Their great SJerubbabcl to be; 
To loofe the bonds of long captivity. 
And t© rebuild their temple and their city ! 
For ever bleft may he and his remain, 
Who, with a vaft, though lefs-appearing, gain. 
Preferred the folid Great above the Vaifi, 
And to the world ^s princely truth has ihown-^ 
That more His to reftore^ than to ufurp a crown t 
Thou worthieft perfon of the Britiih ftory ! 

(Though 'tis aot fo\a\\ l\ift^tv<\^ ^^n% 
Vol. I. O ^"^ 
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Did I not know my humble verfe muft be . 
But ill-proportionM to the height of thee, ^ 

Thou and the world (houM fee . 
How much my Mufe, the foe of flattery. 
Does make true praife her labour and defign j , 
An Iliad or an ^neid ihould be thine. 

And ill fhould'wede&nre this happy day. 

If no acknowledgements we pay 

To you, great patriots of the two . 

Mod truly Other Houfes now ; 
Who have redeemM from hatred, and from iharae: 
A Parliament's once venerable name i 
And now the title of a Houfe reftore, 
To that which was but Slaughter- houfe before. . 
If my advice, ye worthies ! might be ta'en. 

Within thofe reverend places, . 

Which now your living prefence graces, . 
Your marble-flatues always ihould remain, , 
To keep alive your ufeful memory. 
And to your fucceffors tV example be 
Of truth, religion, reafon, loyalty : 

For, though a firmly-fettled peace 
May fhortly make your public labours ceafe, . 
The grateful nation will with joy confcnt 

That in this fenfe you ihould be faid, 
(Though yet the name founds with fome dread) 
To be the Long} the Endlefs, Parliament. 
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ON THE QUEEN'S REPAIRING 
SOMERSET. HOUSE. 

WHEN God (thecaufe to me and men unknown) . 
Forfook the royal houfes, and his own. 
And both abandoned to the common foe ; 
How near to ruin did my glories go ! 
Nothing. remain*d t' adorn this princely place 
Which covetous hands could take, or rude deface*. 
In all my rooms and galleries I found ; 
Therricheft figures torn, and all around ^ 
Difmember'd rftatues of great heroes-iay j 
Such Nafeby's field feem'd on the fatal day ! 
And me, when nought for robbery was left. 
They flarv^d to death t the gafping walls were cleft^;, 
The pillars funk, the roofs above me wept. 
No fign of fpring, or joy, my garden kept j 
Nothing was feen which. xouid content the eye» . 
Till dead the impious tyrant here did lie* 

See how my face is changM ! and what I zm- 
Since my true mifirefs, and now foundrefsy camels 
It does not fill her bounty to reftore 
Me as I waB (nor was I fmaU.before) i 
She imitates the kindnefs to her fhown $ 
She does, like Heaven (which the deje^ed throne. 
At once reftores, fixes, and higher rears) 
Strengthen, enlarge, exalt, what (kt t^'^'^vi^* 
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And now I dare (though proud I muft not be, 

Whilft my great jjiLftrefs I fo,bumble fee 

In all her various glories) now I dare 

Ev'n with the proudeft pRbtces compiarc. 

My beauty and convenience will, I 'm fure. 

So juft a b0?ft with nK>d^y endure; 5 : 

And all utoll to une yield,, vhen I fliall tell 

How I am plac'd, «nd who does in me dwell. 

Before my gate a ftreet's broad channel goef, 
Which ftill with waves of crowding people flows:} 
And every day there pafles by my fide. 
Up to its weft^m reach, the London tide, 
The fpring-tides^of the term : my front looks down 
On all the pride and bufinefs of the town.; 
My other fipnt (for, a9 in kings we. fee 
The livelieft image of Uie Deity, 
We i^ their houfes (hould heaven's likenefs find. 
Where nothing can be faid to be Behind) 
My other fair and more majefticface 
(Who cai^ the fair to more advantage place ?) 
For ever gazes qd itfelf belpw. 
In the bdQ: mirror. that the world cai^ (how, 
An4 here behold, in a long bending row, 
<How two joint-cities laake one glorious bow ! 
The midft, the noblell place, pofTcfs'd by me, 
3eft to be feen by all, and all o'ei-fee ! 
Which; way foe'er I turn my joyful eye. 
Here the great court, there the rich town, I fpy j 
On either Me dwells &fety and delight \ 
IVca/th on the left, and poH^ec >^V^tc^ ^^ \:\^\^. 
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T' aflure yet my defence, o« either band. 
Like mighty forts> in equal 4HUDce fland 
Two of the beft and ilateUeft piles which e'er 
Man^s liberal piety of old did rear j 
Where the two princes of th' Apoftles' band,. 
My neighbours and my guards, watch and command. 

My warlike guard of ftips, which farther licj. 
Might be my obje^ too, were not the eye 
Stopt by the houfes of that wondrous ftreet 
Which rides o'er the broad river like a fleet. 
The ftream's eternal fiege they fixt abide. 
And the fwoln ftream's auxiliary tide. 
Though both their ruin with joint power confpire;, 
Both to out-brave, they nothing dread but flre» 
And-here my Thames, though it more gentle be 
Than any flood fo ftrengthen'd by the fca, 
Fihding by art his natural forces broke. 
And bearing, captive-like, the arched yoke. 
Does roar, and foam, and rage, at the difgracc^ 
But recompofes ftrait, and calms his facej 
Is into revfii'ence and fubnHlBon ftrook, . 
As foon as from afar he does but look 
Towards the white pakK:e, where that king dbes reign. 
Who lays bis laws and bridges o'er the main« 

Amidft thefe louder honours of my feat. 
And two vaft cities, troublcfomely great, . 
In a large various plain the country too 
Opens her gentler bleflings to my view ; 
In me the a6live and the quiet mlrvd^ 
B^ different ways, equal coivtttiX. nva.-^ ^^% 
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If any prouder rirtnoib^t fenfe 
At that part of my profpeft take offence. 
By which the meaner cabbins are defcry^'d. 
Of my imperial riyer^s btimbler fide— 
If they call that a blemifh— let diem know, 
-Gody and my godlike miftrefs, khink not fa; 
For thc'dlftrefs'd and the affliae'd lie 
Moft in their care, and always in their eye. 

And thou, fair river ! who ftill pay'ft to me 
J 11 ft homage, in thy paiTage to the fea. 
Take here this one inflniftton as thou go'ft— 
When thy mixt waves (hall vifit every coaft ; 
When round the world their voyage they (hall makej 
And back to thee fome fecret channels take ; 
Afk them what nobler iight they e^er did meet. 
Except thy mighty mafter^s fovereign fleet. 
Which now triumphant o^er the main does ride. 
The terror of all lands, the ocean's pride. 

From' hence his kingdoms, happy now at laft, 
(Happy, if wife by their misfortunes paft !) 
From hence miay omens take of that fuccefs 
Which both their future wars and peace fhall blefs. 
The peaceful mother on mild Thames does build} 
•With her fon's fabricks the rough fea is filV-d, 
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IN a deep viiion^s intelle^al fcene, 
Benvath a bower for foirovir made, 
Th* uncomfortable ihade 

Of the black yew's unlucky gwcn, 
Mixt with the mourning willow's careful grey. 
Where reverend Cham cuts out his famous way. 

The ynelartcholy Cowley lay : 
fend lo ! a Mufe appeared to 'sclefed (ight, 
(The Mules oft in lands of vifion play) 
JJody'd, array'd, and fcen, by an internal light. 
A golden harp with Cilrtr ftriiigs flie bore \ 
A wondrous hieroglyphickrobe flie wore, 
In which all colours and all iigures were. 
That nature or that fancy can create, 

That art can never imitate j 
And with loofe pride it wantonM in the air. 
In fuch a drefs,' in fuch a well-cloathM dream, 
She DS'dy of old, near fair Ifmenus' dream, - 
Pindar, her Theban favourite, to meet ; 
A crown was on her head, and wings were on her feet. 

She touched him with her harp, and raisM him from thr 
The fhaken (Irings mclodiou/ly rcfouiid. [ground ; 

" Art tfiou returned at laft," laid the, 

" To this forfaken place and me ? 
** Thou prodigal ! who didit lb loofely wafte 
<« Of all thy youthful years the good cit^tc ; 

O 4. <« Art 
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« Art thou rcturn'd here, to repent too late^ 
** And gather faoikt of iMrmiog up at laft» 
** Now the rich harveft-time of life is paft, 

** And winter mvdies on fo faft ? 
*^ But, when I meant t* adopt thee for my ibn^ 
*' And did as leam*d a portion aiBgn^ 
*' As ever any of the mighty Nine 

*' Had to their deareft chiUlren done ; . 
<* When. I nfo\Y^d t" exalt thy^ ajaointed name> 
** Among the fpiritual lords of peaceful fame$. 
** Thou changeling I thou, bewitched vdth noife and: 

fhow, 
** Would^ into courts and cities fi-om me go ; 
<< Would'ft fee the world abroad, and have zfkvce 
** In all the follies and the tumults there s 
'< Thou would'ft, forfooth, be fomething in a ftate, 
'< And buiinefsthou would^ft find, and would'ft creates 

** Bufincfs ! the frivolous pretence 
'* Of human lufts, to fliake off innocence^ 

*' Buiinefs I the grave impertinence ; 
" Bufmefs ! the thing which I of all things hatc|. 
** Bufmefs ! the contradifkion of thy fate* 

** Go, renegado ! caft up thy account^ 
" And fee to what amount 
** Thy fooliih gains by quitting me ? 
«« The fale of Knowledge, Fame, and Liberty^ 
«' The fruits of thy unleam'd apoftacy^ 

f « Thou 
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«« Thou thought'ft, if once the public ftorm were paft, 
" All thy remaining life Ihould fun-fliine be ; 
** Behold ! the public ftorm is fpent at laft, 
" The fovereigh '» toft at fea no more, 
** And thou, with all the* noble company, 

" Art got at laft to fhore. 
** But, whilft thy fdlow-voyagers I fee 
" All march'd up to poffefs the promised land, 
<* Thou ftill alone, alas I doft gaping ftand 
** Upon the naked beach, U]f>on the bairen fand t 

** As a fair morning of the bleiTed fpring, 

" After a tedious ftormy night,.' 
*• Such was the glorious entry of k)urkihg 5- 
«* Enriching moifture dropM oncvcry thing ; 
** Plenty he ibw'd-bolowj and caft aflbotft him ligh^f ' ' 

" But th«n, alas! to thee alone, • 
<< One of old Gideon's miracles was fhown i 
*' For every tree and every herb a>»uDd 
" With pearly dew waa crown'd,^ 
'< And upon all the quickened ground 
'' The fruitful feed of heaven did brooding lie>. 
*< And nothing l>ut the Mufe'a fleece waa dry* . 

<< It 4]d all other threata fdifniia,. 
** When God to his own people faad 
** (The men whom through long wanderings he Ind led)- 
" That he would give tbani ev'n a heaven of braifs : 
** They look*d up to that heaven ia irsin^ ^ 

«* That bounteous heaven, which God did not rtftrain v 
** Upon the raoft unjuft to fliinc and rain. ^ \ 

^f The 
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** The lUchel^ for which twice fevcn years and mmc 

"^ Thou didft with fsith and labour ferve> 
*' And didft (if faith and labour can) defenre, 

** Though (he contracted was to-thee^ 

<' Given to another^ who had fo>re 
*' Of fairer and of richer wives before, 
^* And not a Leah left, thy recompence to be! 
^' Go on \ twice feven years more thy fortune try 9 
'*< Twice fhren years more God in his bounty may 

« Give ihee, to fling away 
' '' Into fte coutt*s deceitful lottery : 

<< But think bow likely *tis that thou, 
*^ With the dull work of thy unwieldy plough, 
' ** Should*ftin a hard and barren feaibn- thrive, 

^* Should even able be to live \ 
«< Tb«u, to whoie iharefo little bread did fall, 
*' In the miraculous year when manna rainM on all."* 

Thus fpaktf'the'Mtife, and fpake it with a fmiie. 

That feemM at once to pity and revile. 

And to her thus, raifing his thoughtful head, 
Thft'fnelancholy Cowley faid — 
** Ah^ wanton foe ! doft thou upbraid 
" The ills which thou thyfelf haft made ? 

<< When in the cradle innocent I lay, 

<« Thou, wicked fpirit! ftoleft me away, 
<< And my abuftd foul didft bear 

«* Into thy new-found -worlds, I know »6t where, 
** Thy golden' Indies in the air \ 

^ "And 
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" «« And ever fmce I ftrive in vain 
" My ravifh'd freedom to regain 5 
' «« Still I rebel, ftill thou doft reign 5 
<< Lo ! Ml\ inverfe againft thee I complain. 

" There is a fort of Aubbom weeds, 
< ^ Which, if the «arth but •once,, it ever, breeds i 
** No wholfome herb can^ear them thrive, 
'< No ufeful plant .can keep alive t 
•f* The foolifli fports I did. on thee beftow, 
• ** Make all my art and labour fniitlefs now ; 
*« Where once fuch fairies dance, no grafs doth ever 
*'.grow. 
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** When^my new mind had no infufion known, 
** Thou gav'ft fo deep a tin6lure of thine own, 

" That ever fince I vainly try 

** To wa(h away th* inherent dye t 
*^ Long" work perhaps may fpoil thy colours quite, 
** But never will reduce the native white : 

<< To all the ports of honour and 06 gain, 

^^ I often fteermy courfe in vain; 
** Thy gale comes crofs, and drives me back again* 
** Thou (lack^neft all my nerves of induftry, 

** By making them fo oft to be 
»« The tinkling ihings of thy loofe minftrelfy. 
« Whoever this world'4 happinefs would fee, 

" Muft as entirely caft-off thee, 

" As they who only heaven defire 
«< X)o from the world retjgre. 

" This 
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** This was my error, this my grois ml&akt^ 

** Myfelf a demy-rotary to make. 

** Thus, with Sappirirm and Her huibiiid't f^U > 

** (A fault which I, lUoe them,.am taoght too l3te}>. • 

'< For all that I gaire up I nodiiog gaia> 

'< And ftenfl^ for tiie part which I retain* 

** Teach me not thjeoy O thon-falbcioiif Mlift t ' 

** The coiDty and better king» t* accofc i 
<* The heaven under which I live is fair, 
<« The fertile £»! will a fioU haxveft bear s 
** Thine, thine is all the barrenneftj . if thou 
*^ Mak^ft me fit ftill and fing, when I fhould plough 1^ 
** When I bttt ^ink how many a tedious jrear 

" Our patient (bvereiga did-attend- 

** His long misfortunes* faital end y 
*< How chearfuiljr^ and hew exempt from fear^ 
<' On the GvtsLt Sovereign's will he did depend ; 
** I ought to be aecnrft, if I refufe 
** To wait on hib, O thou fallacious Mufe ! 
f * Kings have long hands, they fay-i and, though I be 
^* So diftatit, they n»ay reach at length to me. 

** However, of all princes, thou 
*^ Should*ft not reprbadi lewirds for being fmali or (low ^ . 
^ Thou J «4k> rewarded but with popular breath,, 

<< And dot too after death.? 
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fON COLONEL TUKE'S TRAGI-COMEDY, 
THE ADVENTURES OF FIVE H0UJS18. 

AS when our kings (lords of the fpacious main) 
Take In juft wars a rich plate-fleet of Spain, , 
The rude unfhapen ingots they reduce 
Into a form of beauty and of ufe j 
On which the conqueror's image* now 4oc8 ihi«c, 
-Not his whom it belong'd to in the mine : 
So, in the- mild contentions of the Mufe 
(The war which Peace itfelf loves and purfuei) 
So have you home to us in triumph brought 
This Cargazon of Spain with ti-eafures fraught. 
You have not bafely gotten it by ftealth. 
Nor by tranflation boirow'd all its wealth ; 
But by a powerful fpirit made it your own j 
Metal before, money by you 'tis grown. 
'Tis current now, by your adorning it 
With the fair ftamp gf your viftonous wit. 

But, though we praife this voyage of your mind> 
And though ourfelves.enrichM by it we find j 
We 're not contented yet, becaufe we know 
What greater ftorea at home wi^n it grow. 
We 'vc feen how well you. foreign ores refine j 
Produce the gold'of your own nobler mine : 
The world fliall then our native plenty view. 
And fetch materials ibr their wit from you $ 
They all fhall watch the travaiU o^ "^omx ^^xi«» 
And Spain on you (hall make i-e^t\fa\'i >^3»s»^* 
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MRS. KATHARINE PHILIPS*. 

CRUEL Difeafe! ah, could not it fuiHce 
Thy old and conftant Iplte to exercife 
Againft the gentleft and the faireft fex. 
Which ftill thy depredations moft do vex ? 

Where fUll thy malice moft^of ail 
(Thy malice or thy luft) does on the faireft fall ^ 
And in them, moft aflault the faireft place. 
The throne of emprefs Beauty, ev'n the facei 
There wa» enough of that here to afluage, 
(One would have thought) either thy luft or rage. 
Was 't not enough, when thou, prophane Difeafe ! 

Didfl on this glorious temple feize ? 
Was 't not enough, like a wild zealot, there, . 
All the rich outward ornaments to tear. 
Deface the innocent pride of beauteous images ? 
Was 't not enough thus rudely to defile, 
But thou muft quite deftroy, the goodly pile ? 
And thy unbounded facrilege commit 
On th' inward holieft holy of her wit ? 
Cruel Difeafe ! there thou miilook*il thy power i , 

No mine of death can that devour ; 
On her embalmed name it will abide 

An everlafting pyramid, 
A$ high as heaven the top, as earth the bails wide. 

Ail: 



] 



ON THE DEATH OF- MRS. PHIUPS. aoy 

All ages paft record, all countries now 
In varidus^ kinds fuch equal beauties fhow, 

That ev'h judge Paris would not know 
On whom the golden apple to beftow-; 
Though Goddefles f his fentence did fubmit,. 
Women and lovers would appeal from it : 
Nor durft'he fay, of all the female race. 

This is the fovereign. face. 
And fome (though thefe be of a kind that 's rare. 
That 's much, ah, much lefs frequent than the fair) | 
So equally renownM for virtue are. 
That it the mother of the Gods might pofe. 
When the beft woman for her guide flie chofe« 

But if Apollo fhould defign 

A woman Laureat to make, . 
Without difpute he would Orihda take. 

Though Sappho and the famous Nine 
Stood by, and did repine. 

To be a princefs, or a queen. 
Is great ; but ^tis a.greatnefs always feen : 
The world did heycr but two women know. 
Who, one by fraud, th' other by wit, did rife' 
To the two tops of fpiritual dignities 3 
OAe female pc^ of bld,^ one female poet now. 

Of female poets, who had names of old. 

Nothing is ihown, but only told. 
And all we hear of them perhaps may be . 
Male-flattery only, and male-poetry. 

Ffcw 
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l^cw minutes did their beauty's lightning wafte^ 
The thunder of their voice did longer Iail> 

But that too foonwas pail. 
The certain proofs of our Orinda's wit 
In her own lafting chara£(ers are writ. 
And they will long my pi*aife of them furvivc, 

Thou^ long perhaps, too, that may live. 
The trade of glory, manag'd by the pen, 
Tfcough great it be, and every where is found, 
Does bring in but fmall profit to us men ; 
'Tts, by the number of the ihai'ers, drowned. 
Orinda, on the female coafts of Fatne, 
IngrofTes 'kll-the goods of a poetic name ; 

She does no partner with her fee ^ 
D6es all the bufmefs there jjone, which we 
Are forcM tocarry on by a whole company. 

But wit 's like a luxuriant vine 5 

Unlefs to virtue's prop it join, 

Firm and ere^ towards iieaven bound ; 
Though it with beauteous leaves and pleafant fi'uit 

be crown'd, 
•It lies, deformed and rotting, on the ground. 

Now ihame and blufhes on us all. 

Who our own fex fuperior call I 
Oirinda does our boafting fex out-do, 
Not in wit only, but in virtue too : 
She does above our beft examples rife. 
In hate oi vice and fcorn of vanities. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MRS. PHILIPS, ao^ 

Never did fpirit of the manly make, 

And dipM all o*er in Learning's facred lake, 

A temper more invulnerable take. 

No violent pailion could an entrance find' 

Into the tender goodnels o£ her mind : 

Through walls of ftone thofe furious bullets may 

Force their impetuous way $ 
When her foft breafi they hit, powerlefs and dead they 
lay I 

The fame of Friend/hip, which (b long had told 
Of three or four illuftrious nam^ of cid. 
Till hbarfe and weary with the tale flie grew. 

Rejoices now t' have got a new, 

A new and more furprizing ftory. 
Of fair Lucafia's and Orinda's glory. 
As wheil a prudent msn does once perceive 
That in fome foreign country he muft live. 
The language and the manners he does Arive 

To undei*iland and practice here. 

That be may come no Granger there : 
So well Orinda did herfelf prepare. 
In this much diffei'ent clime, for her remove 
To the glad world of Poetry and Love. 
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HYMN TO LIGHT. 

FIRS T-borti of Chaos, who (b farir didft coiii« 
From the old negro^is darkfome womb I 
Which, when it faw the lovely child. 
The melancholy mafs put on kind looks and dhtP^ y 

Thou tide of gloiy, which no reft doft know, 

But ever ebb and «vei* flow I 

Thou golden (hower of a true Jove I (love ! 

Who does in thee defcend, and heaven to earth make 

Hail, active Nature^s wstdilixl hh and healtik I 
Her joy, her ornamest* aad wealth ! 
Hail to thy huiband Heat, and ^cel £ke;! 

Thou the world's beauteous brid^ the lufty brkleg^-ooBi 

Say from what golden quivers of the &y 

Do all thy winged arrows fly ? 

Swiftnefs and power by birth are thine : 
From thy great fire they came, thy fire the Word-Diviiie. 

*Tis, I beU»vt> this apchery to ihov. 

That To much coft in coUots thou*. 

And ikill in painting, doft beftow. 
Upon thy ancient arms, the gaudy heavenly bow. 

Swift as light thoughts their empty career run. 
Thy race is finiQiM when begun } 
Let SL poft-angel ftart with thee, 
And thQu the goal of eai^Jvibalt i«9i.0\ ^% Wstw ^ V«.« 



Thou in the ^^on*a bright chariot^ prou4 «od^fty» . 

Doft thy bright wood of ftars furvcy j. . 

And all the ytv doft with thee bring . . 
Of thotifimd flowery lights thine own no£lumaJl.r|ifjn^, 

Thou, Scythian-like) doft round thy lands, above . 

The fun's gilt tent ifbr ever move, 

And ftill, as thoti in pomp doft go> 
The fhining pageants of the world attend t&y fliqw* 

Nor amidft all tk^fe triumphs doft tbou fcdm 

The humble glow-^wprms to adorn^ . . . * 
And with thofe living fpangles gild 

(O greatnefs without pride 1} the bufhes of tiit: fielxL 

Night, and her ugly fub/e^s^ thou, doft fright. 

And Sleep, the lazy owl of night } 

Aiham'd, and fearful to appear. 
They Ikreen their horrid ftiapes wiUi theblack hemifpHere* 

With them there baftes, and^s^ildiy takes th* alarm, .^ 

Of painted dreams a bufy fwarm : 

At the firft opening of thine eye 
The various clufters break, the anti^ atoms fiy. . 

The guilty ferpents, and obfcentr beafts. 
Creep, conicioiciSy to their ftcret refts t 
Nature to thet does rsveravse pay, 

111 omens and ill fights Kmom out of thy way. 

At thy appearanee. Grief itfelf is faid 

To ihake bis wings, and rduze his head t ' 
And cloudy Care has often took 

A gtntie bcamj iadit^ itflefted {com ^Sck^ \<^chL« 
P % 
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At thy a^pearancey Fear itfelf grows bold $ 

Thy fun-OiiBC melts away his cold. 

EncoungM at the fight of thee, 
Tq the cheek colour comesy and fimmefs to die knee 

£v*n Luft, the maftcr of a hardened face, 
Blvihes, if thou be^ft in the place. 
To Darknefs* curtains he retires i 

In fynpadiiztng night he rolls his finoky fires. 

When, Goddefs ! thou lift*ft up thy wakened head» 
Out of the morning's purple bed. 
Thy quire of birds about thee play. 

And ail the joyful world falutes the ribog day« 

The ghofts» and monfier-fpirits, that did preiiiake 

A body's privil^re to a£uaie, 

Vaniih again invifibly. 
And bodies gain again their Tifibillty. 

All the world's brarery, that delighu our eyes. 

Is but diy IcTcrai liveries ; 

Thou the rich dye on them beftow*il. 
Thy nimble pencil paints this kutdicape as thou g 

A crimfiMa garment ua the ra£e thou wcai'is ; 

A crown of ftudded gold thou bear'us 

Tlie Tirgin-lilies, in their white. 
Arc cUd but with the lawm of aimoft naked li^h 

The violet. Springes little iftfuit, ftands 
Girt in thy porpk fwadling-bands : 
Oa the £ur tnii^ thou doft doat ^ 
T*— - -^-xatk'A it ia a eg laA v«^-«ki«L^« 
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With flame condensed thou do*ft thy jewels fix. 

And folid colours in it mix ; 

Flora herfelf envies to fee 
Flowers faii-er than her own, and durs^ble as (htf. 

Ah, Goddefs ! would thou could'il thy hand witlioldf 

And be Icfs liberal to gold I 

DidH thou lefs value to it give,^ 
Of how much care, alas ! wight'ii: thou poor man re» 
lieve I 

To me the fun is more delightful far, 

And all fair days much fairer are. 

But few, ah ! wondrous few, there be. 
Who do not gold prefer, O Goddefs ! ev'n to thee. 

Through the foft ways of heaven, and air, and fea^ 
Which open all their pores to thee^ 
Like a clear river thou doll glide, 

And with thy living (beam through the cjofe channeh 
Aide. 

But, where firm bodies tliy free courfe oppofc, 
Gently thy foiu-ce the land o^er0o\^8 j 
Takes there pofleifiont and does make. 

Of colours mingled light, a thick and ftanding lake. 

But the vaft ocean of unbounded day 

In th' empyracan beayen does ftay. 

Thy rivers, li^c«, and fprings, below. 
From ihcncctoolp firli their rife, thither a^laftj»uft flow. 
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T O 

THE ROYAL SOCIETY. 

■• 

PHilolbpby, the great and only lidr 
Of all diat homaii knowledge whidi his been 
untoffctted by viaii** leoeilMMM ub^ 

Tboogfa full of yean be do appear 
(Philoibphy, I fay, aad call it He { 
For, wliatfoe*er the painter** fancy be^ 

It a malc'Tirtiie (eemt to me) 
Has IKll been kept in nonage till of late» 
Nor nianag*d or eojoy*d bis vaft efiate. 
Three or four thouiand years, one would have thougb^ 
To ripcDeft and perfe^on might have brought 

A ^icnce (b well bred and nurft. 
And of fuch hopeful parts too at the firft : 
But, oh ! the guardians and the tutors, then 
(Some negligent and forae amlntious men) 

Would ne>r eonfent to fet him free. 
Or his own nat^l powcm to let bira fee. 
Left that ibould put an end to their authority. 
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That his own bufinefs he might quite forget. 
They* amus*d him with the fports of wanton wit ; 
With the deflerts of poetry they fed him, 
Inftead of folid meats f increafe his force ; 
Inftead of vigorous exercife, they led him 
into the pleafaiit labyri^tht of cver-freih dlfcourfe i 

Inftead 
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Inftead of carrying him to fee 
The riches which do hoarded for hin lie 

In Nature*s cndleft trtifiixyy 

They chofe hit <ye to entertain 

(His curious bot not covetoui eye) . 
With painted fcenes amd pageants of ti^ brain. 
Some few exalted fpirits 4ut latter age hM Omvws^ 
That laboured to afot the liberty 
(From guardians who were now ufurpers grewn^ 
Of this old minor ftili, caf»ttv^d Pfailo&phy i 
. But 'twas rebellion €all*d» to fight : 

For fnch a kxig-pqiprefred right. 
Bacon at laft, a mighty man, arofe, 

(Whom a wife ki»g, and natnre, chofr^ 

Lord chancellor of both liieir laws) 
And boldly undertook, the injur'd pupirs caufc. 

Authority — which did a body boaft, 

Though *twas but air condensed, and ftalk*d about» 

Like fome old giant^s more gigantic ghoil> 
To terrrfy the learned rout 

With the plain magic of tirue Realbn*s light- 
He chacM out of our fightj 
'Nor fuifer'd living nen to be miffed 

By the vain ihadowt of the dead t [torn fled. 

To graves, from whcnct h roTe, the conquer'^d phan- 
He broke that monftrous God whhth ilood 

In midft of th* orchard^ and the whole did claim $ 
Which with a ufelefs fcylhe of wood. 
And fomething eKe not w«rth a name 

P + (BoUi 
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(Sock faft fiir il 
OrtadeSeadf « 

Tke OTdnRi *s opoL BMr, aad te, 

Mfcr fcBC-cxwr rfcisy : 
r^ailtiatwai, . 

mAoM. uK I]fCS*fl ftW/L^ CHBB gllhfl BOV 

Cjttfai«gattfcr fcib i JJu itPB&— 

We wdikU be fike dbr Duf— 
Wbcatradhandfidldbood, ^nda^cvil, 
Wickoot dk. fesicft* aid, wkUa MdUics wmU fie s 

Fur *t» God only who caa i^ 

Ail Nature hi Iw ouBd. 

xrom wwdsy wiiicli aie oatpiciiucs ci uie tboociht 
(Tbooi^ we oar dioogfacs hook tlicai perrcriclj drew) 
To trnnp, tke wad's xigbt obfeft, he it brao^ & 
Like iooHik twds, to poiated sn^cs we flew i 
•He iooght and |;atber*d figr oar ale the troe | 
Andy when on heaps the chofiai bancfaes by , 
He prefl them wiiely the ■echanic way. 
Till all their jaice did in ooe ¥ciel join, 
Fcnnent into a oooriiiflMDt tlivine. 

The thirfty ibol*s refircfluBg wine* 
Who to the life an exaft piece would make, 
Moft not from others* work a copy take } 
No> ix>t f'-om Rubens or Vandyke ; 
Mock l€f§ c4mvait himfelf to makt It \ikfi 

TV? 
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Th** ideas and the images which lie 
In his own fancy or his memory. 

N09 he before his fight muft place 

The natural and Uidng face $ 

The real objeft muft command 
Each judgment of his eye and motion of his hiiuL 

From thefe and all long errors of die way. 
In which our wandering predeceflbrs went^ 
Andj like th* old Hebrews, many years did ttnjf 

In deferts but of fmall extent. 
Bacon, like Mofes, led us fordi at Itft s 

The barren wildemefs he paft $ 

Did on the very bohler (land 

Of the bleft promised land | 
And, from the mountain's top of his exalted wity 

Saw it himfdf, and ihewM us it* 
But life did never to one man allow 
Time to difcover worlds and conquer too j 
Nor can fb fhort a Une fufficient be 
To fathom the vaft depths of Nature's fea. 

The work he did we ought V admire } 
And ware unjut if we ihould more require 
From his few years, divided 'twixt th* except 
Of low affiiAion and high happtneft i 
For who on things iBiiiote can fix his JSght, 
That 's always in a triumph or a fi^^t f 

From you, great champions ! we evpeft tp get 
Thefe fpacious conntnesy but dtfeorer'd yet| 
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Countries, where yet, inftead of Nature, we 
Her images and idols worfbip^d fee : 
Thefe large and wealthy regions to fubdue^ 
Though Learning has whole armies at conrunaiid^ 

QuarterM about in every land, 
A better troop flie ne*er together drew : 

Methinks, like Gideon's little band, 

God with deiign has pick'd out you, 
To4othore noble wonders by a few : 
When the whole hoft he faw, « They arc'* (faid he> 

** Too many to overcome for me j" 

And now he chooTes out his men. 

Much in the way that he did then ; 

Not thofe many whom he found 

Idly* extended on the ground. 

To drink with their deje£led head 
The ftream, juft To as by their mouths it fled : 

No i but thofe few who took the waters up. 
And made of their laborious hands the cup. 

Thus you prepared, and in the glorious £ght 

Their wondrous pattern too you take : 
Their old and empty pitchers firft they brake. 
And with their hands then lifted up the light.. 

lo ! found too the trumpets here ! 
Already your yi6h>rious lights appear } 
New fcenes of hearen already we efpy. 
And crowds of golden worlds on high. 
Which from the fpacious plains of earth and fea 
Could never jet difcover'd be, 
Jfjr £uIor$* or Chaldeans' watctf u\ c^t. 
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Nature* s great works no diftance can eMb.ure> 
No rmallnefs her near obje^s oa» fecure ; 

Y* have taught the curious fight to pcefe 

Into the pfivateil recc& 
Of her imperceptible littlencft t 

Y' have leamM to read her finalleft htok^. 
And well begua her^tcpeft jfenft to underftand t 

Mifchief and true difiionour fall op thofe 

Who would to laughter or to fcorn expofe 

So virtuous and fo noble a defign. 

So human for its ufe, for knowledge Co divide* 

The things which thdki proud DMn.dei^ifex and call 

Impertinent, and vain, and fmall, 
Tbofe fmalleft things of nature let me know^ 
Kather than all their greateft actions do I 
Whoever would depofed Tnith advance 

Into the throne ufurpM from it» 
Muft feel at firft the blows of Ignorance, 
■■ And the iharp points of envious Wit. 
So, when, by vtrions t\ims of the cdleftial dance. 

In many thoofand years 

A ftar, fo long unknown, appears, 
^Though beaevea itftlf more beauteous by it grow,. 
It troubles and alarms the wodd bslow | 
Does to the wife a ftar^ to foob a tteteor, fiww. 
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With courage and fuccefs you the bold work begin j 

Your cradle has not idle been ; 
None e*er, but Hercules and you, w«\)ld ^ 
At Hvc years age woixViy ^ Yiv^w^ v ^^ 
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And ne*er did Fortime better yet 
Th* hiftorian to the fimy fit t 
^ As you from all old errors free 
And purge the body of Philofophy s 

So from all modem follies he 
Has viniiticated Eloquence and Wit. 
His candid ftyle like a clean ftream does Aide, 

And his bright fancy^ all the way. 

Does like the fun-ihine in it play $ 
It does, like Thames, the beft of rirers ! glide. 
Where die God does not rudely orertum. 

But gently pour, the cryftal urn. 
And with judicious hand does the whole current guides 
*T has all the beauties Nature can impart. 
And ail the comely drefs, without the paint, of Art. 

VPON THE 

Chair made out of Sir Francis Drake^s Ship^ 

Prefented to the Univerfity Library of Oxford^ 

by John Davis of Deptford, Efquire, 

TO this great ihip, which round the globe has xiin^ 
And matchM in race the chariot of the fun. 
This Pythagorean ihip (for it may claim 
Without prefumption fo defervM a name. 
By knowledge once, and transformation now) 
In her new ihape, this facred port allow, 

7 Drake 
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Drake and. his (hip could not have wifliM from Fate 
A more bleft ftation, or more bleft eftate j 
For lo ! a feat of endlefs reft is given 
To her in Oxfoi'd, and to him in heaven. 

PROLOGUE 
To the Cutter op Colman Street. 

AS, when the midland fea is no where clear 
From dreadful fleets of Tunis and Argier-* 
Which coaft about, to all they meet with foes. 
And upon which nought can be got but blows— 
The merchant-ihips fo much their paflage doubt. 
That, though full-freighted, none dares venture out. 
And trade decays, and fcarcity enfues : 
Juft fo the timorous wits of late refufe. 
Though laded, to put forth upon the ftage. 
Affrighted by the criticks of this age. 
It is a party numerous, watchful, bold ; 
They can from nought, which fails in fight, with-hold| 
Nor do their cheap, though mortal, thunder (pare j 
They (hoot, alas ! wkh wind-guns charged with air. 
But yet, gentlemen-criticks of Argier, - 
For your own intereft I 'd advife ye here. 
To let this little forlorn -hope, go by 
Safe and untouched. " That muft not be'^jTou *11 cry.) 
If ye be wife, it muft ; I '11 tell you why. 
There are feven, eight, nine — ftay — there are behind 
Ten plays at leaft> which wait but for a wind. 

Ami 
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And dte g^ad aewt tbai we the faeny mift ; 
And thofe are all your owa, if 70a iparp tkis. 
Some are but new trimmM vt:^ othen quite new ; 
Some by known ftipwrig^U built, and otlKn to» 
By that great author made, whoever he be. 
That ftylcs himfelf " Pcrfon of (^ality 5" 
All thefe, if we mifcarry here to-day. 
Will ratlur till tbey rot m th* harbour ftay ; 
Nay, they will back again, though they were come 
£v*n to their laft (afe road, the tynng-room. 
Therefore again I fay, if you be wife. 
Let this for once pais free ; let it fuffice 
That we, youribvereign power here to avow, 
Thus humbly, ere we pafs, ftrike fail to you* 

ADDED AT COURT. 

6T AY, gentlemen | what I have faid was all 
But forcM fiibmifliosir which I now recall. 
Ye *re all but pirates now again $ for here 
Does the true fovereign of the feas appear. 
The fovercigii of thnk narrow feas of wit j 
"'TIS his own Thames ) he knows and governs it. 
*Tis his domiaioa and domain ; as he 
Pleafes, ^tis either fkut to us, or free. 
Not only, if his pafTport we obtain. 
We fear no little rovers of the main { 
But| if our Neptune his calm vifage fliew, 
|fo wave ihall dart to rife er wind to blow. 
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SEVERAL COPIES OF LOVE-VERSES. 
" Hwet lateri lethalis arundo/' Virg. 



THE RE QJJ E S T. . 

1'ave oftenwifli'd tah>Te; whtt^tilL'I ikr? 
Me ftill the cruel boy dioet {pm j . 
And I a doubk tsAs Aaft bcaf, ' : 
Firft to wooe hiniy aiiA then a iftifllrcis> «oow 

Come at laft and ftrikje, for fhame. 
If thoii art any tbixig belides a naine ; 
I '11 think thee elfe no God to be. 
But poets rather Gods,, who firft created diee« 

I alk not one ut vdiamali beauties ftqw | . 

let me but km^ winte'er ihe be , 

She cannoc Iecib* deiioarm'd to me ; 
And I would ksife hnt ftem to others fo. 

Defire takes wings and ftrait does fly. 
It ftays not dully to enquire the Why, 

That happy thing, a lover, grown, 
I ihall not fee with others^ eyet, icarce with mine own. 

7 • ■ ^ 
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Jf ifet be COT, asd Iconi mjr nolik £ic i 
If bcr dull bem I CMMK iB0vr ; 
Wbj I "ll €D>ojr dK Toy loiT, 
Andaakeanulrdsof Bjcnra ddkc 

Flainf dMir OMift TJi|;offtnis beat do bcld» 
Attd pweft ]i|^ ^ tompift'd soond witb cold 
^, whcm §kMrp winter means mxA harm. 
The ^riflf;lBg jdaaots are hy die fiw ideif kept 

3ut do Bot toodi » J beart, and lobe gooe j 

Scnke deq> tby buraiai; asrovn in ! 

Lukcvramioclf I accooatafiiiy 
A* fffst tn lore as m religioB. 

C^fBC am*4 widi davet i£orl wovld prove 
All die €xtnmitk9 of migbtj Lotc 

Th* exceft of beat it bvt a £Ak $ 
We know dit torrid zone it now found babitable. 

Among die woods and tore&s dion art found. 

There boars and lions diou doft tame ; 

Is not my heart a nobler game ? 
Let Venusy men i and beafts, Diana^ wound ! 

Thou doA the birds thy fubfeas make ) 
Thy nimble feathers do their wings overtake : 

Thou all the fpring their fongs doft hear ; 
Make me love too, 1*11 fing to* thee all the year I 

What fervice can mute fKhes do to thee ? 
Yet againfl them thy dart prevails. 
Piercing the armour of their fcales ; 

And am thy fca-born mother Uvc« l* th' Tea. 
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Doft thou deny only to me 
Tke no-great privilege of captivity ? 
I beg or challenge here thy bow ; 
Either thy pity to me, or elfe thine anger, (how. > 

Come ! or 1 11 teach the world to fcorn that bow : 
I '11 teach them thoufand wholefome arts 
Both to reiift and cure thy darts, : 

More than thy ikilful Ovid e'er did know. 
Mufick of (ighs thou ihalt not hear. 

Nor drink one wretched lover*s taftefuL teat 1 

Nay, unlefs foon thou woundeft me, 
My verfes (hall not only wound, but murder, thee.. 

THE THRALDOM. 

IC A M E, I Taw, and was undone 5 
Lightning did through my bones and marrow run^^ 
A pointed pain pierc'd deep my heait 5 
A fwift cold trembling feiz'd on every part 5 
My head tiu-nM round, nor could it bear 
The poiifon that was enterM thece. 

So a deftroying-angers breath 
Blows-in the plague, and with it hafty death » 

Such was the pain, did fb begin,. 
To the poor wretch, when Legion entered in* 

« Forgive me, God !" I cry'd 5 " for I 

« Flatter'd myfelf I was to die." 

Vol. I. Q^ ^^^ 
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But quickly to my coft I found, 
*Twas cruel Lo^e, i^ot Death, had made the wouhd ^ 

Death a more generous rage does vfc } 
Quarter to all he conquers does refufe : 

Whilft Love with barbarous mercy faves 

The vanquifli'd lives, to make them (laves. 

I am thy (lave then | let me know, 
Hard maffcer ! the great talk I have to do : 

Who pride and fcom do undergo, 
Jn tempefts and rough feas thy galleys row^ 

They pant, and groan, and iig^ ; but find 

niieir fighs increafe the angry wind. 

Like an Egyptian tyrant, fome 
Thou wearieft out in building but a tomb $ 

Others, with fad and tedious art, 
Labour i' th' quarries of a ftony heart : 

Of all the works thou doft aiTign, 

To all the feveral (laves of thine. 
Employ me, mighty Love I to dig the mine« 

THE GIVEN LOVE. 

I'LL on ; for what ihould hinder me 
From loving and enjoying thee ? 
Thou canil not thofe exceptions make« 
Which vulgar, fordid snortals take- 
That my fate *s too mean and low $ 
^Tvirerepity I /faould Jove thee fa. 



} 
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If that dull caufe coulu tiii^cTer ikit 
In loving and enjdyliig ttetf. 

It does not me a whit 4%leftfe» 
That the rich all honotirt fdi* j 
That you all title$ va^ yotir owsy 
Are valiant, learned, wife, alone : 
But, if you claim o'*er v^romen too 
The power Which over men ye do| 
If you alone muft lovers be 4 
For that, Sirs, you lAuft pardon me» 

Rather than lofe what dofes fo near 
'Concern my life, and being here, 
I 'II feme fuch crooked ways invent^ 
As you, or your forefathers, went : 
I '11 flatter or o)p^oT6 the king. 
Turn Puritan, or any thing ; 
I '11 force my mind to' arts fo niew : 
Grow rich, and love as well as you. 

But rather thus let me remain. 
As man in paradife diji reign ; 
When perfeft love did fq agree 
With innocence and poverty. 
Adam did no jointure give 5 
Himfelf wa« jointureto his Eve : 
Untouch'd with avarice yet, 6i:''pridei 
The rib came freeTy'Back t"* hrs'fide/ 

A curfe upon the man who tanght 
Women, that Ioyc was lo V>^>iCiW^\ \ 
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Radier doat cmij on jour gold. 

And dat with greedy anrmce hold; 

Tor, if womao too fobmit 

To that, and fell herfelf for it, 

Fond lover ! you a mifireft Inve 

Of her diat *t but your fcUoir<-iafc«' 

What ihoold diofe poets mean of old. 
That made their God to wooe in gold ? 
Of all men, ftne, they had so canfe 
To bind lore to foch coftly laws ; 
And yet I fcarcely blame diem now ; 
For who, alas ! would not allow. 
That women ihonld foch gifts receive,. 
Coidd they, as he,, be what they give. 

If thou, my dear, tbyielf fhonldft prize,. 
Alas I what value would fuffice ? 
The Spaniard could not do *t, though he 
Should to both Indies jointure thee. 
Thy beauties therefore wrong will take> , 
If thou (houldft any bargain make $ 
To give all, will befit thee well j 
But not at under-rates to lelK 

Beftow thy beauty then on me. 
Freely, as nature gave 't to thee j 
*Tis an exploded popilh thought 
To think that heaven may be bought. 
Prayeri, h3rmn8, and praifes, are the way^^ 
And thofe my thankful Mufo Ih^U ^ay ; 
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Thy tody, in my verfc enflirinM^ 
Shall grow immortal at thy mind. 

I '11 fix thy title next- in fame 

To Sacharifla's well-fung name. 

So faithfully will I declare 

What all thy wondrous beauties arc. 

That when, at the laft great affizc, 

AH women fhall together rife. 

Men ftrait ihall caft their eyes on thee. 

And know at firft that thou art (he, 

V THE SPRING. 

THOUGH you Ije abfent here, I needs muft Ay 
The trees as beauteous are, and flowers as gay. 
As *cver they wefe wont to'be ; 
- Nay, the birds' rural mullck too 
Is as melodious and free, 
As if they fung to pleafure you : 
I faw a rofe-bud ope this mom — I '11 fwear 
The blufhing morning opea'd not more fain 

How; could it be fo fair, and you away ? 

How conoid the trees be beauteous, flowers fo gay ? 

Could they remember but laft year. 

How you did them, they you, delight, . 

The fjii'outiftg leaves which faw. you heie, 

And caird their IFellows to the fight, 
Wc«^^ looking round for the famo ft^Kt. v>\ >4'i.v?V'»- 
Cirep back into theiir f\\et\t\>wVL% ^^^v?v^ 

Q^^ 4 
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Wbcre'er you walkM, ticct wene as rtwtxmd made^ 
At when of old Gods dwelt in nrery iluuk. 

Is *t poffible tbey iboold not know. 

What lofs of hoDoor tbey fuftain 

That thus tbey fmile aad flonrifli now. 

And ftill their former pride retain ? 
Dull creatures t *tis not without caufe that ihe, 
Who fled the God of Wit, was made a tree. 

In ancient times, fure, they much wi(er were. 

When they rejoicM the Thracian Verfe to hear} 
In Yain did Nature bid them ftay. 
When Orpheus had his fong begun^- 
They called their wondering roots away. 
And bade them iilent to him run. 

How would thofe learned trees have foUow'd you ! 

You would have drawn them and their poet too. 

But who can blame them now ? for, iince you *re gone. 
They *re here the only fair, and ihine alone s 

You did their natural rights invade i 

Wherever you did walk or fit. 

The thickeft boughs could make no ihade. 

Although the fun had granted it i 
The faireft flowers could pl^afeno more, near you» 
Than painted flowers^ fet next to them, could do* 

Whene'er then you come hither, that fliall be 
The time, which this to others is, to me. 
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The little joys which here are now. 

The name of punifhsnents do bear ; 

When by their fight they let us know 

How we depriv'd of greater are : 
•Tis you the beft of feafons with you brings ; 
This is for beafts, and that for men, the Spring. 

WRITTEN IN 

JUICE OF LEMON. 

WHILST what I write I do not fee, 
I dare thus, ev'n to you, write poetry.r 
Ah, fooliih Mufe ! which doft fo high afpire. 
And know'ft her judgment well. 
How much it does thy power excel. 
Yet dar'ft be read by^ thy juft doom, the fire.. 

Alas ! thou think'ft thyfelf fecure, 
Becaufe thy form is innocent and pure : 
Like hypocrites, whtch feem unfpotted here $ 

But, when tiiey ftdly come to die. 

And the laft fire their truth muft tiy, 
Scrawl'd o'er like thee, and blotted, they appear.. 

Go then, but reverently go. 
And, fmce thou needs muft fin, confefs it too : 
Gonfefs 't, and with humility clothe thy ihame j: 

For thou, who elfe muft burned be 

An heretick, if ihe pardon thee. 
May' A like, a maityr then cn^o^ tVa ^-axft.^*- 
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But, if her wifdom grovr fevcrc, 
And fuffer not her gooc(nei« to be there j 
If her large mercies cruelly' it reftrain ; 

Be not difcouragM, but require 

A more gentle ordeal fire. 
And bid .her by Loye^s flames read it again. 

Strange power of heat ! thou yet doft ihow 
Like winter-earth, naked or cloath'd with fnow : 
But as, the quickening fun approaching near. 

The plants arife up by degrees ; 

A fudden paint adorns the trees. 
And all kind Nature's chai'a6lers appear. 

So, nothing yet in thee is feen ; 

But, when a genial heat warms thee within, 
A new-born wood of various lines there grows 5 

Here buds an A, and there a B, 

Here fprouts a V, and there a T, 
And all the flourifhing letters fiand in rowo. 

Still, filly paper ! thou wilt think 
That all this might as well be writ with ink : 
Oh, no ; there 's fenfe in this, and myftery— 

Thou now may'ft change thy author's name, 

And to lier hand lay noble claim ^ 
For, as ihe reads, ihe makes, the words in thee. 

Yet— if thine own unworthinefs 
Will ftill that thou art mine, not her's, confefs— • 
Confume'thyfelf with fire l)cfore her eyes. 
And fo her grace or pity move : 
The gods, though bedls they do xvot\oNe, 
yet like them when they *re burnt \tv fe^cn^c^ 
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CONSTANCY. 



^IVE years ago (fays Story) I lovM you. 
For which you call me moft incotiftant now | 
Pardon me» Madsun [ yuu miftake the manj 
.For I am not the fame that I wa« then j 
tfo iefli Is now the fame "twae then in me j 

nd that my mind is changed, yoari«lf may fee. 
The fame thoughts to retain ftill, and intents, 
i^ere more inconAant far j for accidents 
luft of all things moll ibrangely* inconftant prove* 
' from one ftibjeil they t' another move j 
ly members then the father - mem hers were 
From whence thefe take their birth wlitch now aiehere, 
|lf then this body love what th* other didt 
Twcrc in celt ; which by Hatm'e is ft»rbjd* 
Ton might as wdl this day t n con ftf^nt name, 
ftecaiife tlie weather is not ftill the fsine 
That it was yefterday — or blame the year, 
Datife the fpring flowersj and autumn fntit, deoi bea:. 
The world '» a-fcene of changes ; an4 to be 
ponftant, in Nature were inconftancy j 
for *twere to break the laws herfclf hat made s 
>iir fubfencet thcmfclireg do fleet and hd^ j 
The mo ft &t*d being ftill does move and fly* 
Iwift as the winga af time *tia meftfnrM by, 

imagine then that Xove Oiould nevei- ceale 
(LovCp which i» but the orna:ment of thefe) 
Were <|uJte as fcnfelefai at4 to ^oTwi'tt ^>^^ 
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SOT FAIR. 

^npIS very trocyl tho ught yoo oocc a» Cur 

X As^foneBiath^kleaare; 
Whaterer hcce fcems bcautcoiUy ieeai*il to be 

Bot a faint metaphor of tfaee : 
But theiiy mctboughtSy tbere Ibmctliing iuii^d witU% 

Whkk caft this lofiie o*cr ikf flun i 
Nor could I ehuic but coont it the fon^s h^kt^ 

Which made thtt cloud appear ia bright. 
Bat, fince I knew thy falfehood and thy pride. 

And all thy thoufand faults beiide, 
A very Moor, mediinkf^ placed near to thee, 

Whiu at hit teeth would (eem to be. 
80 men (they fay) by helPt delufiont led. 

Have ta*eA a foccnlnit to their bed ; 
Believe it fair, and themfelves happy call. 

Till the cleft foot difcovers all s 
Then they ftart from *t, half ghoftt themfel ve$ with fear | 

And dtvily at *tit, it doct appear. 
So, fince agaiaft my will I fovnd thee foul, 

DeformM and crooked in thy foul, 
My rcafon ftrait did to my fenfet (hew. 

That they might be miftaken too 1 
Nay, when tlit world but knows how falfe yon are>. 

There *t not t man will think you fair } 
Thy fliape will monAront in their fancies be. 

They Ml call their eyes as falfe as thee. 
Me what thou wilt, hato will pttfcuttVttfo 
AfPun'tMni do tbp^ f0pf» and B^]^1a^«-^» 
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IN DE E D I m«ft confeft, 
When fouls znix 'tis an happincfs ; 
But not compleat till bodies too combiner 
And clcifely as our mlnd^ togetbcr jom i 
I ^ut haif of heaven the fouls in glory tafttt 
Till by love in heaven^ at laft. 
Their bodies too ai'C placed. 

In thy iinmort:il part 
Man, as well as I, thou art j 
lut fomedijng 'tU that differs thee and me ; 
Lfid we mull one even in tbat di Terence be» 
. thee, both as a tnitti and wom^j priz^ i 
For a perfect love rnipHes 
Love in all capacities ^ 

Can tbat for true love p^fs^ 
When a fair woman courts her glafa ? 
Eoinething unlike mu^ in love's likcnefs be | 
ih wonder is^ ptie, and variety : 
^or he, whofe foul nought btit a foul can taovc> 
Does a new NarcilTus prove^ 
And his own image love. 
That fouls do beauty know, 
*Tis to the bodies' help they owe | 
if when they know 't, they fti^it abufc that truft,. 
"And (hut the body from "t, ^tis as unjuft 
As if I brought my deareft friend to fee 
My miftrefs, and at th^ mftawt ^?t 
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THE CHANGS. 

LOVE in her lunoy-cycs does ballung pUf^ 
Lowe walks die pleaiant maiet of her hair^ 
Lore does opiwdi her Ups iior cvar ftray. 
And lows and reaps a-tboqfand kiffi» there: 
In all her outward parts Love *s*alwa]rs ieea s 
But oh 1 he nerer went within. 

Within, Lo¥e*s foes, his greateft foes, abide. 

Malice, iBconftaacy,-and Pride i 
So, the earch^s face-trees, herbs, and flowers, do drd^ 

With otberbeauties nimibcrlefs-$ 
But at the centre darknefs is, and hell ; 
There wicked fpirits, and there the damned, dwell. 

With me, alas ! quite contrary it fares ; 
Darknefs and death lie in my weeping eytz, 
Defpair and palenefs in my fate appears. 
And grief, and fear, lAm*t greateft enemies ; 
But, like the Perfian tyrant. Love ^thin 
Keeps his proud cotirt, and ne'er is feen. 

Oh ! take my heart, and by that means you Ml prorc 

Within too ftor'd enough oF lore : 
■Give me but youi^s, I Ml by diat cliange fo thrive. 

That lore in all my parts (hall live. 
€o powerful is this change, it render can 
Myout&dc Woaas^ «idyo«r i&fide Man« 
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GLAD ALL IN W IT I T E;. 

FAIREST thing that fliincs below. 
Why in this robe doft thou appear ?. 
Would^il thou, a white moft perfe£l ihow,. 
Thou muft at all no garment wear : 
Thou wilt feem much whiter &, 
Than winter when 'tis^ clad with fiiow, 

*Tis.not the. linen ihewa fo fair ; 

Her fkin (hines through, and makes it bright t: 

So clouds themfelves like funs appear, 

When the fun pierces tiiem with light :. 

So, lilies in a glafs indofe, 

The glafs will feem as white as thofe.. 

Thou now one heap of beauty art 5. 
Nought outwards, or within, is foul ;. 
Condenfed beams make every part ; 
Thy body's cloathed like thy foul 5 ^ 

Thy foul, which does itfelf diiplay,. 
Like a ftar placed i* tV milky-way. 

Such robes the faints departed wear,« 
Wov«B all with light divine; 
Such their exalted bodies are. 
And with fuch full glory ihine 3 
But diey regard not mortals' pain ;.- 
Men pray, I fear, to b«th in vain». 
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Yet, feeing thee fo gently pure. 

My Kopef t#il! ne^ ddnfinite Mil $ 

Thou woold^ft not take thit gannent, fure. 

When thou hadft an mtent to kiO ! 

Of peace and yielding Who would donlyt. 

When the wfiSte flag he lees hknxg out ? 

XE AVING ME, AND THEN LOVlHG MAlTY. 

SO men, who once have caft the trutK away, 
Forfook by God, do ftrangc wild hifts.obey^ 
So the vftin Oehtiles, when they 1^ f arioft 
One Deity, could net fiop at tfaonfiukds more s 
Their zeal was itofeleiSi flrait,* and bonndlefs, graworf 
They worihip*d many a beaft and notny a ftone. 
Ah, fair apoftate.! conldfl: Atm think to flee 
From Truth and Goodnefs, yet keep unity ? 
I rdgnM alone ; and my blefl felf could call 
The nniverfal monarch of her all. 
Mine, mine, her fair Eaft-Indies were above. 
Where thofe funs rife that chear the world of Love $ 
Where beauties (hine like gems of richc^ price ; 
Where coral grows, and every breath is Cpice u 
Mine too her rich Weft-Indies were belo«r. 
Where mines of gold and eodkfs trelifuriB» grow. 
But, as when the Pellaeanxonquerdr dy*d. 
Many fmall princes did his crown divkk ; 
So, fince my love his vanquifliM world foribok, 
Murdered by poifons (rom her ^iehood tdok. 
Am hundred petty kings claim eaxk t!l[it\t -^^xi, 
Asad rend thBt glorious einp\rt oi Viec Vt^iv.* 



MY HEART DlSCOVfiftfi*. 

HE R body Is fo gently bright. 
Clear and tranfpar^nt to the fight 
(Clear as fair cryftal to the view. 
Yet foft as that, ere ftonc it grew) 
That through her flefh, methinks, is feea 
The brighter foul that dwells within « 
Our eyes the fubtile covering pafs, 
And fee that lily through its glafs^ 
I through her breaft her heart efpy. 
As fouls in hearts do fouls defcry ? 
I fee ^t with gentle motions beat ; 
I fee light in *t, but find no heat. 
Within, like angels in the iky, 
A thoufand gilded thoughts do fly ; 
Thoughts of bright and nobleft kind. 
Fair and chafte as mother-onind* 
But oh ! what other heart is there. 
Which fighs and crouds to her^s Co near*^ 
'*Tis all on flame, and does, like fire. 
To that, as to its heaven, aipire I 
The. wounds are many in ''t and deep $ 
Still does it bleed) and ftill does weqp t 
Whofe-ever wretched heart it be, 
I cannot chodfe but grieve to iee s 
What pity in ay breaft does reign ! 
Methinks I feel too all kt pain* 
3 
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So torn, and fo defac'd, it lies. 

That it could ne^er be known by th* eyesj 

But oh ! at laft I heard it groan. 

And knew by th* voice that ^twas mine owiu 

So poor Alcione, when (he faw 

A fliipwreck'd'body towards her draw> 

Beat by the waves, let fall a tear. 

Which only then did'pity wear i. 

But, when the corpfe on (hore were caft^ 

Which flie her faufband found' at laft. 

What fiiould the wretched widow do ? 

Grief changed her ftrait ; away fhe flew, 

TumM to a bird : and fo at laft (hall I 

Both £conL my murderM heart and murdener fly«. 
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SO angels love; fo let them love for me j 
When I *m all foul, fuch (hall ray love too be : 
Who nothing here but like a fpirit would do. 
In a (hort time, believe *t, will be one too. 
But, (hall our love do what fn beafts we fee ? 
£v*n beafts eat too, but not fo well as we i. 
And you as juftty might in thirft refufe 
The ufe of wine, becaufe bea(ts water ufe t 
They tafte thofe pleadires as they do their food ; 
Undrefs'd they take *t, devour it raw and crude t. 
But to us men, Love cooks it at his fire, 
JLhl adds the poignant lauce oiO;^t^ dA.^« 
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B'^afts do the fame : *tls true ; but ancient Fame 
Siays, Gods themfelves turned beafts to do the fame. 
The Thunderer, who, without the female bed, . 
Could Goddeffes bring-forth from out his head> , 
Chofe rather mortals this way to create ; 
So much he* cfteem'd his pleafure 'bove his ftatc.... 
Ye talk of fires which ihine, but never bum ; 
In this cold world they '11 hardly ferve our turn j . 
As ufelefs to defpairing lovers grown. 
As lambent flames to men i' th'. frigid zone. 
The fun does his pure fires- on earth beftow 
With nuptial warmth, to bring-forth things below ; , 
Such is Love's nobleft and divineft heat. 
That wai-ms like his, and does, like his, .beget« 
Luft you call this ; a name to your's more juft, . 
If an inordinate defiiie be luft : 
Pygmalion, loving what none can enjoy. 
More luftful was, than the hot youth of Troy. . 

THE VAIN LOVE. 

Loving one firft becaufe fhe could love Nobodyr, 
afterwards loving her with Defire. 

WH AT new-found witchcraft was in thee. 
With thine own cold to kindle me ? 
Strange art 1 like him that ihould devife 
To make a burning-glafs of ice : 
When winter fo, the plants would harm, ^ 
Her fnow itfelf does keep them warm,. 
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Fool that I was ! who, having found • 

A rieh- and funny diamond, c ^ 

AdinirM the hardnefs of the ftone, ' i 

But not the light widi which it fhone ; 

Your brave and haughty fconl of all 

Was ftately and monarchical. 

All gentleaefs, with that eftoemM, 

A dull ^nd flaviih virtue feem'd ; 

Should'ft thou have yielded then to me. 

Thou 'dft loft what I moft lovM in thee 5 

For who would ferve one, whom he fees 

That he can conquer if he, pleafe ? 

It far'd with me, as if a flave 

In triumph led, that does perceive 

With what d gay majeftic pride 

His conqueror through the ftreets does ride. 

Should be contented with his woe. 

Which makes up fuch a comely fhow, 

I fought not from thee a return. 

But without hopesor fears did burn ; 

My covetous pailion did approve 

The hoarding'Up, not ufe, of love. 

My love a kind of dream was g^own, 

A foolifh, but a pleafant one : 

From which I 'm waken'd now 5 but, oh ! 

Prifoners to uie are waken'd foj 

For now th' effefts of loving are 

Nothing but longings, withdefpair ; 

iDefpair, whofe torments no men, fure. 

But lovers and the damn'd, endure. 

3 Her 
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Her fcom I doated once upon, 
111 objeft for affe^ipjpi } ,,; • . 

Butfincc, ahs ! too much '^i? prov'd, .,...; 
That yet 'twas fometVii^g tfeayt I lov'd i> , , . : ,; : . 
.Now my defires are worfe, and fly 
At an impoflibility : - " ■'-•^ - 

Defires, which, whilft foliigh they foar, ' ^^ ' •• 
Are proud as that I lovM bfcfore. . » ' 

What lover can like me cohiplsun, • :* : ' 

Who firft lov'd vainly, next in vairi ! " ' 

THE SOU K' 

IF mine eyes do e*er declare ,• i ..'t ; 

They Ve feen a fecond thiBg that '4 fair I 
Or ears, that they h^vc inafick found, ; "* : . \ .. ■... 
Befides thy voice, in any (bund. J .1 . 

■If my tafte do ever meet, ^ ..: i; • . . 

After thy kifs, with aught that' 's fweetj -'n'- ► 
If my abufed touch allow ...^/: i ic :: ;' . 

Aught to be fmootU, or foft, '- but ^'ou ; ■ '"■ *.' 
If what feafonable fprings, .: .v . -. , = . 

Or theEaftern fummer, brings, . \' '. ' 

Do my fmell perfuade at -all 

Aught perfume, but thy breath, to call ; ■ ■'•' •■ 
If all my fenfes' objefts be " 

Not contraftcd into thee. 
And fo through thee more powerful paft. 
As beams do through a burnlng-glafs $ -'.»•. 
If all things that in nattire ars 
Either ibft, or fweet, or fair^ ■ . \ ' 

R a : Sc 
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Be not in thee fo* epitomis^^. 

That nought material *s not comprisM j . 

May I as worthlefs feem to thee' 

As all, but thou, appears to sne ! 

If I ever anger know, 

Till ibme wrong be done to you $ 

If Gods or Kings my envy move. 

Without their crowns crownM by thy lovc^ ^ 

If ever I an hope admit. 

Without thy image ftamp'd on it ; 

Or^y fear, dll I begin 

To find that you 're concerttM therein j .. 

If a joy e'er come to me. 

That taftes of any thing but thee ; 

If any forrow touch my mind, 

Whilft you are well, and not unkind ; ^ 

If I a minute's fpace. debate. 

Whether I (hall curfe and hate 

The things beneath thy hatred fall. 

Though all the world, myfelf and all 5 

And for love— if ever I 

Approach to it again fo nigh. 

As to allow a toleration 

To the leaft glimmering inclination : 

If thou alone doft not control 

All thofe tyrants of my foul. 

And to thy beauties ty'ft them £0, 

That conftant they as habits grow ; 

If any paifion of my hearty 

By any force, or any art, 

Be 



Hj; 



^THB SOUL. 

* Be brought to move one ftep from thee, 
May'ft thouno pdffion have for me ! 

If* my bufy* Imagination, 
Do not thee in all things faihion $ 
So that all fair fpeciee be 
Hieroglyphic marks <of thee | 
If when (he^her fports does keep 
(The lower foul being all afleep) 
She play one dream, with all her art. 
Where thou haft not the longeft part ; 
If aught get place in ray remembrance, 
Without ibme badge of thy refemblance-^ 
So that thy parts become to me 
A kind of art of memory ;— 

• If my Underftanding do 

Seek any knowledge but of you j 
If (he do near thy body prize 
Her bodies of 'philofophies 5 
If (he to the Will do fliew 
Aught defirable but youj 
Or> if that would not rebel, 
Should flie another doftrmc tell j 
If my Will do notrefign 
All her liberty to thine j 
If fhe would- not follow thee. 
Though Fate and thou (hould^ft difagree i 
. And if (for I a curfc will give. 
Such as fliall force thee to believe) 
My foul be not entirely thine $ 
May thy 4car body ne*er be mine \ 

R 3 THE 
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THE PASSIONS. ^ • 

FROM Hate, Fear, Hope, Anger, and Envf » fjM^, 
And all the paffiolis el(e that be. 
In vain I boaft of liberty. 
In yain this ftate a freedom call $ 
Since I have Loire; and Love is all t 
Sot that I am, who diink it fit to brag 
That I have no difeafe befides the plague ! 

So in a zeal the Tons of Ifrael 

Sometimes upon their idols fell. 

And they deposM the powers of hell j . 

Baal and Aftarte down they thi*ew. 

And Acharon and Moloch too ; 
All this imperfe6^ piety did no good, 
Whilft yet, alas ! the calf of Bethel flood. 

Fondly I boaft, that I have dreft my vine 

With painful art, and that the wine 
Is of a tafte rich and divine j 
Since Love, by mixing poifon there. 
Has made it worfe than vinegai. 
Love ev*n the tafte of Ne£lar changes fo, 
That Gods chufe rather water here below. 

Fear, Anger, Hope, all peflions elfe that be, 

Drive this one tyrant out of mc. 

And pra6life all your tyranny ! 

The change of ills fbme good will do : - 

TV opprelTed wretched Indians fo, 
Being flaves by the great Spanifli monarch made, 
O/i ih the States of Hollaii(f to their aid. 



[ «+7 1 

Wisdom. 



"T^I S mighty wife that you would now be thought, 
A With your grave rtile$ from mufty morals brought j 
Through which forae ftreaks too of diviAity'ran, 
Partly of Monk and partly Puritan ; 
With tedious repetitions too you 'ave ta'en 
Often the name of vanity in vain* 
Things, which, I takie it, friend, you 'd ne'er recite. 
Should (he I love but fay t' you, ** Come at night/* 
The wiftft king refus'd all pleafures quite. 
Till Wifdom from above did him enlight ; 
But, when that gift his ignorance did remove, 
Pleafures he chofe, and placM them all in love. 
And, if by' event the counfels may be feen. 
This Wifdom 'twas that brought the fouthem queen : 
She came not, like a good old wife, to know 
The wholefome nature of all plants that grow j 
Nor did fo far from her own country roam. 
To cure fcald-heads and bji^oken-ihins at home : 
She came for that, which mor6 beiits all wives. 
The art of.givingy not of (JEiving, lives.. 
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THE DESPAIR. 

BENEATH this gloomy ihade. 
By Nature only for my forrows made* 
I *11 fpend this voice in cries ; 
In tears I *11 wafte thefe eyes, 
. JBy Love fo vainly fed : 
So Lufty of old, the Deluge puniflied. 

'* Ah, wretched youth !" faid I ; 
'« Ah, wretched youth !'* twice did I fadly cry ; 
**. Ah, wretched youth !'* the fields and floods nply» 

When thoughts of Love I entertain, 
I meet no words but ** Never," and «* In vain.'* 

** Never," alas ! that dreadful name 

•Which fuels the internal flame : 

** Never" my time to come muft wafle ; 
*' In vain" torments the prefent and the paft. 

** In vain, in vain," faid I ; 
" In vain, in vain 1" twice did I fadly ciy 5 
*<' In vain, in vain !" the fields and floods reply. 

No more fliaU fields or floods do fo -, 
For I to (hades more dark and filent go : 

All this world*s noife appear? to me 

A dull, )ll-a£led comedy : 

No comfort to my wounded fight, 
J In the fun's bufy and impertinent light. 

Then down I laid my head, 
^ Down on cold earth ; and for a while was dead, 
. And my freed foul to st^ixange fomewhere fled. 

"Ah, 



TH^ D EST AIR. .«49 

«« Ah, fottifh Soul I" faid I, 
When back to* its cage again I faw it fly; 

<< Fool, to refume her broken chaioy 

** And row her galley.here again ! 

** Fool, to that body to return 
*< Where it condemned and deftinM is tobttrii! 

'< Oncedead, how can it be, 
*' Death fhould a thing Co pleafant feem to thee, 
<< That thou (hould'ft come to liveitd'er^gaiainme?** 



THE WISH. 

WELL then ; I now do plainly fee 
This bufy world and I (hall ne'er agree | 
The very honey of all earthly joy \ 
Does of all meats the fooneft cloy^^ 
And they, methinks, deferve my pity* 
Who for it can endure the ftings. 
The crowd, and buz, and munnuringSf 
Of this great hive, the city. 

Ah, yet, ere I'dcfcend to th'.gravff. 
May I a fmall houfe and large gardwi have I 
And a few friends, and many books, both tnie» 

Both wife, and bbth delightfhl to6 ! 

And, (ince love ne'er will from me flee^ 
-A miftrefs moderately fair. 
And good as guardian-angels are, 
H Only belov'd^ and loving me ! 

-Oh, 



Oh, fountains ! when in yo«r fiiaii I 
Myfelf, eas'd df tmpeaceful dioughts, zSpy ? 
Oh fields 1 oh wodds ! when, when* (hall I be made 

The -happy tenant of yonr Ihade ? 

Here *s die fpring-head of ^loaCtivc'k flood 9 
Whert all the riches lie, that flie ' 

Has coin^djflind ftampM for-good«~ 

Pride atut ttttbition here> 
Only in far-fetchM metaphors appear ; 
Here nought but winds can hurtful murmurs featter, 

And nought bitt echo flatter. 

The God»> when they defcended, hither. 
From heaven did always chufe their way ; 
And therefore we may boldly fay, 

That 'tis the way too thkher. 

HoMrliappy here ihould I, 
And one dear She, Jive, and embracing dfe I 
She, who is all the world, and can exclude 

In defarts folitude, 

I fliould have then this only fear- 
Left men, \^hfeh they my pleafurcfs fee, 
Should hither thi'ong to live like me, 

'And fo'bake a city here. 



MY 
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MY DIE T. 

NO W, by my Love, the greateft oath that i«. 
None loves you half fo well as 1 1 
1 do not ailk your love for this j 
But for Heaven's fake believe me, or I die« 

No fervant e*er but did deferve 
His mafter fhould believe that he does ferve ; 
And I '11 afk no more wages, though I ftarve. 

''Tis no luxurious diet this, and fure 
I fhall not by 't too lufty prove | 
Yet (hall it willingly endure. 

If *t can but keep together life and love. 
Being your prifoner and your flave, 
I do not feafts and banquets look to have i , 

A little bread and water ^s all I crave. 

On a fjgh of pity I a year can live ; 

One tear will keep me twenty, at Icaft j 

Fifty, a gentlelook will give j 
An hundred years on one kind word I *11 feaft : 

A thoufand more will added be. 
If you an inclination have for me j 
And all beyond is vaft eteniity ! 



TB« 
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THE THIEF. 

THOU robb'ft ray days of bafineis^and delights. 
Of detp tfaou robb^ft my nights | 
Ah, lovely thief ! what wilt thou do ? 
' What ? rob me of heayen too ? 
Thou cv'*!! my prayers doff fteal from mc| 
And I, with wild idolatry^ 
Begin to God, and end them all to thee. 

Is it a fin to love, that it-fliould thus. 

Like, an ill confcience torture us ? 
Whate'er I do, where'er I go, 
(None guiltlefs c*er was haunted fo ?) 
Still, ftill, methinks, thy face I view. 
And ftill thy (hape does me purfoe. 

As if, not you me, but I had rourder*d you. 

Frem books I ftrive fome remedy to take, 
"But thy name all the letters make $ 
Whate'er 'tis writ, I find That there. 
Like points and comma's every where : 
Me bleft^ for this let Jio man hold ; 
For I, as Midas did of old, 
-Periih by-tuming every thing to gold. 

What do I feek,'alas ! or why do I 

Attempt in vain from thee to fly ? 
■ For making thee my -deity, 
I gave thee then ubiquity. 
My pains refemble hell in this ; 
The divine prefence there too i«. 
But totorment men^ not to give them' blifs. 

ALL. 
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ALE - OVER LOVE. 

«nrl I S well^ . *ti« well with them, fay I, 
J- Whofe ihort-IivM paffions with themfelvei cam 
dies 
For. none can he unhappy, who, 
*Midft all his ills, a.Jtime.does know 
(Though ne'er fo long) when he (hall not be fo. 

Whatever ^aru of 4ne xemain, 
Thofe parts will ftill the love of thee jcetain | . 

For *twas not only in my heast, . 

But, like a God, hy powerful act.. 
^Twas all in all, s^nd aU in every part* 

My* affefUon no more pexiih can. 
Than the ficft matter .that compounds a man*. 

Hereafter, if one duft of me . 

Mix*d with another*! fubftance be, 
*Twill leaven that whole lump with love of thec*^ 

Let Nature, if (he pleafe, dilperle 

My atoms over all tha vmiverfe $ v. 
At tbe^laft they eafily ihall 
Themfelvet know^ »tid together call ; . 

Bor thy love, like a nark, ia ftamp'd on alL 



LO VE 
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NOWy furcy withinfthif^twelvemondi paft, 
r *ave lovM; ati'ti^ fome twbnty years or moi 
Th* acceunt ^b'f XbveTuiis much tnore h£t 
Than that with which our life does fcore i 
$0f though jny. li^1>e iiorty yet Tttij pSrcrre 
The g^t Medtuaiem of liolrtii ' '• 

Not that: Love*s hours or minutes are 
Shorter than thofe •u)r b«ng -s meafhbVl by ; 

But they Hv more dofe compaftedriarV- 

And To in feiSsr room do-lie : 
rThin any things extend- t^temfelves in ipace^ 

Things folid take up litde piaeie. " '" 

Yet Love» alas'l and'LiflBy in niie. 
Are not two feveral thift^^ Irat purety onec; 

At once how can diere in it be 

A double, difierent motioh f 
»0 yes^' there may } for fo the felfiifkme fuA 

At once does i^Qw i^d fwiftl): run. s . 

Swiftly his daily Jotimey he goes, 
.But treads his annual with a ftatelier paee^ 

And does three^ hundred rounds enelofe 

Within one yearly circle's- fpktt j 
At once, with double courfe in the fame fphere, 

He runs the day, and walks the.year. 



hOfVlSf AND LIFE. ^ss 

Wheiv Soul does to mjrfdf refer, 
Fis then my life,: and does but flowly B|ove| 

But wheo 1|) d^e^ relate to her. 

It fwiftly flies, and then is Love. 
«ove *s my diurnal ooocfe, dividod right 

'Twixt hope and fear— my 4ay and flight* 

THE BARGAIN. 

rAKE heed, take heed, thou lovely maid. 
Nor be by glittering ills betrayM j 
^hyfelf for money! oh, let no msoi know 
The price of biauty falPn ib loratl 
What dangers ojaght^ft thoa not to dvead, 
^hen Loins, that *-9 blind, is by blind JPorConfr led*? . 

The fooliih Indian, that felh 

His precious gold for beads and bells, 
loes a more wife and gainful traffick hold. 

Than thou, who fell'ft thylelf for gold. 

What gains in fuch a bargain are ? 
m *11 in thy mines 4ig better treafiires far. 

' Can gold, alas I with thee compare ? ' 

The fun, that makes it, ^s not fo fair i 
he fun, which can nor make nor ever fee 

A thing fo beautifiihas thee. 

In all the journeys he does pafs, 
hough the feaiervM him for a lookuig-glaft* 
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Bold was the wrttch^at cheapen^ thee f - 

Since Magm, none fo bold as he : 
Thou 'rt fo divine a thing, that thee to biiy 

Is to be counted fimony ; 

Too dear he Ul fi^d his fordid price. . 
Has forfeited that and the Benefice. 

If it be lawful thee to buy. 

There *s none can pay that rate but I; ., 
Nothing on earth a fitting price can be, 

But what on earth *s moft like to thee ;. ; 

And that my heart does only bear 5 , 
For there thyfelf, thy very felf is there. 

So much thyfelf does in me live. 

That, when it for thyfelf I give, 
•Tis but to change that piece of gold, for this, , 

Whofe flamp and value equal is 5 
And, that full weight too may be had. 
My foul and body, two grains more, I 'II add. 

TH E LONG LIFE. 

LOVE from Timers wings hath ^oVti the feathers, fur 
He has, and put them to his own ; 
For hours of late as Jong as days endurt. 
And very minutes hours are grown. 

The various motions of the turning year 

Belong not now at all to me : 
Each fummer's night d^es Lucy's now appear, . 
JSacb winter's day St. Bamab^^ 



THE LONG LIFE. *57 

How long a fpace fince firft I lovM it is I 

To look into a.glafs I fear $ 
And am furprizM vriij^ wonder when I mifs 

Grey-hairs dnd wrinkles there, 

Th' old Patriarchs' age, and not their happinefs too» 

Why doef hard Fate to us reftore ? 
Why does Love's fire thus to mankind renew. 

What the Flood wafh'd away before ? 

Sure thofe are happy people that complain 

O' th' fhortnefs of the days of man : 
Contra6l mine, Heaven ! and bring them back again ^ 

To th' ordinary fpan. 

If when your gift, long life, I difapprove, 

I too ingrateful feem to be 5 
Punifli me juftly, Heaven 1 make her to love, 

And then 'twill be too fhort for me. 

COUNSEL. 

/^ E N T L Y, ah gently, madam, touch 

^^ The wound which you yourfelf have made 5 

That pain muft needs be very much. 

Which makes me of your hand afraid. 
Cordials of pity give me now. 
For I too weak for purgings grow. 

Do but awhile with patience ftay 

(For counfel yet will do no good) 

'Till time, and reft, and Heaven, allay 

The violent bMmt^^'i o^ yiv^\^s«A\ 

TOL. I. ^ 
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For what eifedl from thb can IkfWf 
To chide men drunk, fot being (9 ? 

Perhaps the phyfick 's ^ood you give. 
But ne^er to n^e can ufeful prove ; 

Medicines may cure, btit not rerive 5 
And I *ro not (ick, but dead in love* 

In Love*t Tiell, not his world, am I ; 

At once I live, am dead, and die. 

What new-found rhetodck is thine ! 

Ev*n thy difltiafions me ^perfuade. 
And thy f^at power does deareft fhine. 

When thy commands are difobey'd* 
hi vain thou bid'ft me to forbear ; 
Obedience were rebellion here. 

Thy tongue comes in, as if it meant 

Againft thine eyes t' aifift my heart j 

But different far was his intent. 

For ftrait the traitor took their part i 

And by this new foe I 'm bereft 

Of all that little which was left. 

The a£l, I muft confefs, was wife« 

As a diflioneft a€b could be : 
Well knew the tongue, alas ! your eyes 

Would be too ftrong for that and me.; 
And part 6* th* triumph chofe to get. 
Rather than be a part of it. 
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RESOLVED TO. BE BeIoVED 

''Tpl S tnjcj I >ve lpy'4 ^ilready three or, four, 
A And (hall three or four himcired more j 
I '11 love each f^ir-ojie Aat I fee. 
Till I find one at l^Hfthat (haJJ love me,' 

That (hall ra^ Cansan tie, tbf fat^l ^. 

That ends my wanderings and ?py J^il* .. 

I '11 fettle thjerje,.;aiid happy gjrow^ • . 
The country do^s -with ovilk and hopgy flow. 

The needle trembles -fo,- ami tiiwis ibdut^ 
Till it the. northern :^oilit fiiid out | 
But conftant %k€fn ind ^*.d does pi^te;/ 

FixM,^ that hisdeareft piiie 4is ibon may 9ioy«, 

Then may my veffel'tbrn and fliipwreckM bfe, 

If it put forth again to Tea I 

It never more abroad (hall roam. 
Though 't could next voyage bring rfi« lndie$ home. 

•But I muft fweat in love, ^nd labour yet^ 

Till I a.competei>,cy get j 

They 're (lothful fools who leave a trade. 
Till th^y a moderate fortune by *t have made. 

Variety I 9Sk ixotj give me one 

To live perpetually Mpon ; 

The perfon Love docs to us fit. 
Like manna, has the taAe jof all in it, 

S» THE 
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THE ,^ S A M E. 

FO R Heaven's fake, what d* yon mean to do ^ 
Keep me, or let me go, one of the two j 
Youth and 'warm hours Tet me not Tdly lofe. 
The littTe time that Love docs chufe ; 
If always here I muft not ftay^ 
Let me be' gone whilft yet "'tis day j 
Left I, faint a»d benighted, ibfe my way» 

'Tis dllfihal) one fo long to Fove 
In vain 5 till t6 love more as- van rouft prove ;, ■ 
To hunt io long on nimbfe prey, till we 

Too weary to take others be : 

Alas ! 'tis folly to remain. 

And wafle.our army thu» in vain^ 
Before a city which will ne'ei: be ta'en- 

At f^iwral hopes wifely to fly. 
Ought not to be efteemM inconftancy ; 
*Tis more inconftant always to purfue 

A thing that always flies from you ; 

For that at laft may meet a bound. 

But no ^d'can to this be found, 
'Tis nought but a perpetual fruitlefs round; 

When It does hardnefs meet,, and pride. 
My love does then rebound t' another fide j 
But, if it aught that 's foft and yielding hit^ 

It lodges there, and ftays in it. 

Whatever 'tiy (hall firft love me. 

That it my heaven may truly be j 
J lha]l be fure to give 't eternity «. 

THK 



THE DISCOVERY. 

. . :. :j X. 

BY Heaven, I '11 tell her boldly that 'tis fhe^ 
Why fliouldlhc afliam'dor angiry'be^ 
To. be belovM by me ? 
The Gods may give their altars 6*tr^ 
They '11 fmoak but feldom any more^ 
If none but happy men -mnfl: them adore. •■ • - 

The lightning, v^hich tall oaks c^pofe in vain. 

To ftrike fometimcs does not difdajn.. 

The humble furzes of the .plain. 

She being fo high, and I fo low. 

Her power by this does greater /how. 

Who at fuch diftance gives fo fure a blow, 

Compared with her, all things fo worthless* prDvei, 
Tfastt nought on earth can towards her move. 
Till 't be exalted by her love. 
Equal to her, alas ! there 's none.; 
She like a Deity is grown ; 
That muft create, or elfe muft be alone. 

if there be man who thinks himfelf fo high, 
As to piietend equality. 

He deferves lier lefs than I ; 
For he would cheat for his relief j 
And one would give, with leffer grief, 
T' an undeferving beggar than a thief. 

S S AGAINST 
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AGAINST FRUITION. 

NO 5 thov^'it a fool, I 'U fwcar, if e'er thou Sfra^ti^ 
Much of my veneration thou muft want. 
When once thy kindnefs puts my ignorance out f 
Por a learned age is always leaft devout. 
Keep ftill thy diftance | for at once, to me 
Goddefs And woman too thou canft not l^e : 
Thou Vt queen of all that ibes thee^ and as Aich- ' 
Muft neither tyrannize nor yield tod much ; 
Such freedoms give as may admit command, 
But keep the forti and magazines in hand. 
Thou 'rt yet a whole world to me, and doft fiJI 
My large ambition 5 but 'tis dangerous ftiH, 
Left I Hke the Pellsean prince fhould be. 
And weep lor other worlds, having conquered thcc i . 
"When Love has taken all thou haft away, 
His ftrength by too much riches will decay. 
Thou in my fancy doft much higher ftand. 
Than women can be plac'd by Nature's hand f 
And I muft needs, I 'm fure, a lofer be. 
To change thee, as thou 'rt there, for very thee. 
Thy fweetnefs Is fo much within. me plac'd. 
That, ftiould'ft thou ne£tar give, 'twould fpoil the taile. 
Beauty at firft moves wonder and delight 5 
*Tis Nature's juggling trick to cheat the fights 
We' admire it whilft unknown 5 but after, more 
Admire ourfelves for liking it before* 

l#v»» 



AGAINST FRUITION. adj 
Love^ like a greedy hawk, if we give way> 
Does over-gorge himfelf with his own. prey i 
Of very hopes a furfeit he '11 fuilain, 
Unlefs by fears he call them up agaia : 
His fpirit and fweetnefs dangers keep alone j 
If once he lofe his fting, he grows a drone. 

LOVE UNDISCOVERED. 

SOME others may with fafety tell 
The moderate flames which in them dwell j 
And either find fome medicine there. 
Or cure tlicmfclves ev'n by defpair j 
My love 's fo great, that it might prove 
Dangerous to tell her that I love. 
So tender is my wound, it muft not bear 
Any falute, though of the kindeft air. 

I would not have her know the pain, 

The torments, for her I fufbiin ; 

Left too much goodnefs make her throw*' 

Her love upon a fate too low. 

Forbid it. Heaven ! my life Ihould be 

Weigh'd with licr jeaft conveniency i -. 
No, let me perifli rather with my grief. 
Than, to her difadvantage, find relief ! 

Yet when I die, my laft breath fhall 
Grow bold, and plainly tell her all : 
Like covetous men, who. ne'er dcfcry 
Their jdear hid-treafures till they die. . 

S.4, AK\ 
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Ahy faireft maid ! how will it cheer 
My g^oi^y to get from thee a tear ! 
But take heed ; for if me thou pitieft then^ 
Twenty to one but I fliall live again. 



THE GIVEN HEART. 

1 Wonder what thofe lovers mean, who fay 
Tliey 'ave given their hearts away : 
Some good kind lover, tell mc how 5 
For mine is but a torment to me now. 

If fo it be one place both hearts contain^ 

For what do they complain ? 

What courtefy can Love dp more. 
Than to join hearts that parted were before ? 

Woe to her ftubbom heart, if once ipine come 

Into the felf-fame room $ 

'Twill tear and blow up all within, 
Like a granado ihot into' a magazine. 

Then /hall Love keep the afhes and torn parts 
Of both our broken-hearts j 
Shall out of both one new one make. 

From her's th' allay, from mine the metal, take. 

For of her heart he from the flames will find 

But little left behind : 

Mine only will remain entire 5 
No drofs was there, to perifli in the fire, 

THE 
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THE PROPHET. 

TEACH me to love ! go teach thyfclf more wit 5 
I chief profeffor am of it. 

Teach craft to Scots, and thrift to Jews, 

Teach boldnefs to the ftews ; 
In tyrants' courts teach fupple flattery j 
Teach Jefuits, that have travelM far, to lye $ 

Teach fire to burn, and winds to blow. 

Teach reftlefs fountains how to flow. 

Teach the dull earth fixt to abide. 
Teach woman-kind inconftancy and pride : 
See if your diligence here vnW ufeful prove ; 
But, pr'ythee, teach not me to love. 

The God of Love, if fuch a thing there be. 

May learn to love from me ; 

He who does boafl that he has been 

In every heart fince Adam's fin $ 
I '11 lay my life, nay mifbefs, on 't, that 's more, 
I '11 teach him things he never knew before ; 

I 'U teach him a receipt, to make 

Words that weep, and tears that fpeak ; 

I '11 teach him fighs, like thofe in death. 
At which the fouls go out too with the breath : 
Still the foul ftays, yet ftill does from me run. 

As light and heat does with the fun. 

*Ti8 I who Love's Columbus am ; 'tis I 
Who muil new worlds in it defcryj 

' . Rich 
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Itich worlds, that yield of treafure more 
Than all that has been known beibre. 

And yet like his, I fear, my fate rauft be, 

To find them out for otlieis, not for me. 
Me times to come, I know it, (hall 
Love's laft a^d gi^eiiteft prophet call ; 
But, ah ! what 's that, if (he refufe. 

To hear the wholefome doftrines of my Mufe ; . 

If to my (hare the proph^t*s fate mu(l come^-^^ 
Hereafter fame, here 'martyrdom ? 



THE RESOLUTION. 

TH E devil take thofe fooli(h men 
Who gave*you iirft fuch powers 5 
We ftood on even grounds till then j 
If any odds, creation made it ours. ' 

For (hame, let thefe weak chains be broke j . 

Let *s our (light bonds, like Samfon, tear j 

And nobly xaft away that yoke. 
Which we nor our forefathers e'er could bear* 

French laws forbid the female reign 5 
Yet Love does them to (livery draw : 
Alas I if we '11 our rights maintain, 

*Tis all mankind muft -make a Salique laww . 
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GAL L E 15 I N C O M S TA N T. 

HA ! ha 1 you think you -*v» kiird my famey 
By this not underflood^ ^Tet comnion>. naioe^- 
A name that 's full and proper, whdxi affign'd 
To woman-kind ^ 
But, when you call us (b. 
It can at beft but for a metaphor go. 

Can you the fhorc inconftant call. 
Which ftill, as waves pafs by, embraces ail|« 
That had as lief the fame waves always love,.: 

Did they not from him move ? 

Or can you fault with pilots find • 
For changing courfe, yet never blame the wind } 

Since, di^jimk with vanity, you fell. 
The things turn round to you that iledf;^ dwell | 
And you yourfelf, who from us take your flight, . 

Wonder to find as out of fight* ■ 

So the fame error feizes you. 
As men in motion think the trees move too. 

THE W £ L C O M B^ 

GO, let the fatted calf be kilTd i 
My prodigal *s come home at laft,- 
With noble refolutions fill'd, 
^nJ BlVd with forrgw for the ^^& x ,^- 
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No more will burn with love or wine 5 
But quite has left his women and his fwine^ 

Welcome, ah ! welcome, my poor heart ! 

Welcome! I little thought, I '11 fwear 
('Tia now fo long fince we did part) . 

Ever again to ice.thee here : 

Dear wanderer ! fmce from me you fled. 
How often have I heard that thou wertdead f 

Haft thou not found each woman's breaft 
(The lands where thou haft travelled) 

Either by favages poffeft. 
Or wild and uninhabited ? 
What joy could'ft take, or what repdfe. 
In countries fo unciviliz'd as thofe ? 

Luft, the fcorching dog-ftar, here 
Rages with immoderate heat ; 

Whilft pride, the i-ugged Northern bear. 
In others makes the cold too great : 
And, where thefe are temperate known. 

The foil 's all barren fand or rocky ftone. 

When once or twice you chanc'd to view 

A rich, well-govern'd heart. 
Like China, it admitted you 

But to the frontier-part. 

From Paradife fhut for evermore. 
What good is 't that an angel kept the door ? 
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THE WELCOME tf^f 

Well fare the pride, and the difdain. 
And vanities, with beauty join'd 5 

I ne^er had feen thid heart again. 
If any fair-one had been kind t ' 
My dove, but once let loofe, I doubt r ''■ 

Would ne^er return, had not the flood been out. 

THE HEART FLED A^GAIN. 

FALSE, foolifh heart ! didft thou not fay, 
That thou would'ft never leave liie more ? 
Behold ! again ^tis iied away. 
Fled as far from me as before. 
I ftrove to bring it back again 5 
I cry^d and hoUbw'd after it in vain- 

£v*n fo the gentle Tyrian dame, , . 

When neither grief nor love prevail. 
Saw the dear obje£l of her flame, 

Th* ingrateful Trojan, hoift his fail : 

Aloud ihe called to him to flay } 
The wind bore him and her loft words away. 

The doleful Ariadne fo. 

On the wide fliore forfaken flood : 
«' Falfe Thefeus, whither doft thou go ?" 

Afar falfe Thefeus cut the flood. 

But Bacchus came to her relief; 
Bacchus himfelf 's too weak to eafe my grief. 



Ah ! fenfelcfs hearty to tak« no refl^ 

But travel thus etenially ! 
Thus to be froz^iv in erery brcail 1 
. And to be fcorch*4 m ev%gy eft 1 

Wandering irfmit like ^i7iieteh«4 Cai^ 
Thniftfoun Jii-U^'-dt by all, tet by «oiir 41«iii I 

Well, fincc idiou wilt not here remain^ 
I *11 e*eii td Jivi without thte Sry(% " ' 

My head fhall take the greater pain. 
And aU thy dvlitts fliall fvpplf i ; 
I can more enfily' lite, I knpw. 

Without thee> than without ^mnttT^ thou. 
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f\R I 'ni a very dunce, or woman -kind 

^^ Is a moft "oninteiligible thing : 

I can no fenfe nor no contexture find. 
Nor their loofe parts to method bringt 
I know not what the leam'd may fee. 
But they 're fttange HArew things to me. 

By cuiloms and traditions they live. 
And foolifh ceremonies of antique -date ; 
We lovers, new and better doctrines give. 
Yet they continue obftinate : 
Preach we, X^ove's prophets, what we will. 
Like. Jews, they ke^p their old law ftill. 
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WOMEN'S SUPERSTITION, tjt 

Before their mothers' Gods they fondly fall, 
/ain idol<gods, that have no fenfe nor mind : 
flohour >. their Aflttlroth, and pride their BaaJt 

The thundering Baal of woman-kind t 

With twenty other derils more. 

Which they, as we do them, adore. 

But then, like men both covetous and devoti% 
Fheir coitly fuperftition loth t* omit-^ 
Ajdd yet more loth to iflue monies out^ 

At their own charge to furniih it«-« 

To thefe expenfive Deities 

Till hearts, of men they facri£ee« 

T H E S O U X. 

SOME dull philofopher—- when lie hears meii|' 
My foul is from me iled away, 
^or has of late informed .my body here. 
But in another^ breaft does lie. 
That neither as, nor will be, I, 
^.s a form fervient and afliffing ihere^- 

kVill cry, « Abfurd V aad a(k mehow I livfti 

.And fyllogifins againft it give. 
h. curfe on all your vain philofophies. 

Which on weak Nature's law depend. 

And know not how to comprehend 
U>ve and Religion, thofe great myfteries ! 
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Her J)ody is my Tout ; laugh not at thSt, 

For by my life I fwear it is. , '« 

•Tis that prefcnrc* my being and my breath 5 
From that proceeds all that I do, 
l^ay all my thoughts and fpeeches too $ 

And reparation ^m it is my death* 

ECHO. 

TI R ^ D with the rough denials of my pirayer^ 
From that hard flic whom I obey $ 
I come, and find a nym[^ much gentkr here^ 
That gives con fen t to all I fay. 
Ah, gentle nymph ! who lik'ft fo well 
In hollow, folitary caves to dwell 5 
Her heart being fuch, into it go, 
And do but once from thence anfwer me fo f 

Complaifant nymph ! who doft thus kindly fliarc 
In griefs whofe caufe thou doft not know ; 

Had ft thou but eyes, as well as tongue and ear^ 
How much compaflion wouldft thou (how I 
Thy flame, whilft living, or a flower. 

Was of lefs beauty, and lefs ravifliing power, 
Alas ! I might as eafily 

P^nt thee to )ier, as defcribe her to thee. 

By repercufldon beams engender fire j 
Shapes by reflexion fl\ape$ beget 5 
The voice itfelf, when ftopt, does back retire. 
And a new voice u m^dt\i^^u 
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Thas things by oppoHpon 
The gainers grow ; my barren love alone 

Does fram her ftony breaft rebound. 
Producing neither iniage» fire» nor found* 

THE RICH RIVAL* 

TH E Y fay you *re angryi and rant mightily^ 
Becaufe I love the fame as yon : 
Ahs \ you 're very rich, 'tis tme j 
But, pr'ythee, fool t what's that to Love and me f 

You 'ave land and money, let that ferve $ 
And know you 'ave more by tiiat than you defcr?e« 

When next I fee my fair-one, ihe (hall know 

How worthlefs thou art of her bed; 

And, wretch ! I '11 ftrike thee dumb and dead. 
With noble verfe not underftood by youf 

Whilft thy fole rhetorick (hall be 
*« Jointure^ and *« jewels," and " our friends agree.'* 

Pox o' your friends, that doat and domineer ^ 

Lovers are better friends than they » 

Let's thoie in other things obey { 
The Fates, and Stars, and Gods, muft govern here. 

Vain names of blood ! in love let none 
Advife with any blood, but with tlieiv own. 

"Tis that which, bids me this bright maid adore^ 
, No other thought has had accels 1 
Did (he now beg, I 'd love no le{k» 
And, were (he an empreis, I (hoiild lov^ ti^ W^\^ % 
Vql.L T ^^^ 
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Were (he as juft and true to me. 
Ah, fimple foul ! what woald become of thee? 

AGAINST HOPE. 

HOPE! wbofe weak being rnin'd it. 
Alike, if it fucceed, and if it mifs { 
Whom good or ill does equally confound. 
And both the bomt of Fate*s dilemma wouad > 

Vaia ifaadow ! which doft vanjfli quite, . 

Both at full noon and perfe& night I 
The ftars have not a poifibility 

Of blefTmg thee ; 
If things then from their end we happy call, 
*Tis Hope is the moft hop^lefs thing of all. 

Hope ! thou bold tafier of delight. 
Who, whilft thou (hould^ft but taAe» devour^ft it quite I 
Thou briag^il us an eftate, yet leav'ft us poor, 
By clogging it with leg^ies before ! 

The joys which we entire (hould wed. 

Come deflowerM virgins to our bed | 
Good fortunes without gain imported be. 

Such mighty cuftom *s paid to thee. 
For joy, like wine, kept cloie does better tafte i 
If it take air before, its fpirits wafte. 

Hope! Fortune^s cheating lottery ! 
Where for one prize an hundred blanks there be i 
Fond archeri Hope ! who tak*ft thy aim foTar, 
Tbit jftiil or Aort or vridt tbint www\ w^ «. " 
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Tliin, empty cloudy vhich tV eye deceiTet 

With ihsqies tliiat oUr oWq fancy gives S 
A cloudf wbicU gilt and painte4 now appears, / 

f But muft drop prefenUy in tears ! 
When thy falA) beams o'p: Reaion's light pcevaiU 
By Ignes Fatui for North-ftaja we ihU% 

Brother of Fear, more gayly clad I 
The merrier fool o' th' two> yet quite as mad t 
Sire of Repentance ! child of fond Deiire ! 
That blow'ft the chemics% and the lovers*, fire> 

Leadipg tliem ftill inCpo£\^y- on 

By the ftf^nge witchcrfft of f • ^oq !" 
By thee the o^e does clv^^fig Naf^^ ^^^^ ;• 

Her endlefs labyfinthy^ piirfnj; i 
And th* other chaces Won^, yM^ (^p |P!^f 
More ways and turns thaif b)fAUd Nature kn9Y^S4 

FOR H p P E. 

HOPE ! of all ills that men endur«, 
The only cheap an^ 09^vcir(a| cpftf ! 
Thou m^iie> fns^om, fi^ ^u SjijJ: jjfui's 1^*| 
Thou lofer's vi^ory, ^d ^ou ^r^gjur*! v^^ 1 
Thou nflMifia, yfhk^ frpff \ffffff^ yrf e^» 
To every tafte a fevgral lOfat) 
Thou ftrong re^re^t I t|^u (Inne-entaird tBafHp 
Which nought has power to allocate ! 
Thou pleafanty honeft flatterer ! for none 
j^^ter unhappy me h|Wt t!dQ^ii\!QitA\ 
T 9k 
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Hope ! thou firft-fniitt of bappmefs ! > ' ■ ' 
Thou gentle dawning of a bright fuccefs.! -^ 

% Thou good preparative, without which 6iiv^joy ' 
Does work too ftrong, and, whilft it cuvet, dtttny t 

Who out of Fortune*s reach doft ftand. 

And art a bleffing ftill in hand! ^'> vt . 
Whilft thee, her eameft-money, we retanut 

We certain are to ^^n. 
Whether ihe *her bargain breaks or elie fulfil ^ . 
Thou only good, not worfe for endiBg ill i 

Brother of Faith ! ^twnct whom and thee 
The joy» of heajcn and earth divided be ! 
Though Faith be heir, and have the fixt ^ftatCj, 
Thy portion yet in moveabht is gseat. 
Happinefs itfelf 's all one 

In thee, or in poffeflioh 1' 
Only the future 's thine, the prcfent his ! 

Thine 's t)ie more hard and nobler blifs t 
Beft apprehender of our joys ! which haft 
So long a reach^ and yet canftjliold fo faft L 

Hope ! thou i^ lovers^ only friend ! 
Thou Way, that may*ft dif{>ute it with the End t 
I^or Love, I fear, *s a fruit that does delight 
The tafte' itfelf lefs than the fmell and (i^ht^ 

Fruition more deceitful is 

Than thou canft be, when thou dbft miis i 
Men leave thee by obtaining, and ftrait flee 

S<nne other way agalxv to tbse v 
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And that *8 a pleafant country, without doubt. 
To which all foon retHvn that travel out. 

LOVE'S INGRATITUDE. 

1 Little thought, thou fond ingrateful fin t 
When firft I let thee fn^ 
And ^ve thee hut apart 
In my unwary hearty 
That thou would*ft e*fr hav« growa 
60 falfe or brong to make it all thine own. 



At mine own breaft with care I fed thee (iSMf 

Letting thee futk thy itll ; 

And daintily I nourifliM thee 

With idle thoughts and poetry T 

What ill returns doft Unm allow !— 
I fed thee then, and thou 4ioh Starve me now. 

There was a time when thou waft cold and chilly 

Nor hadft the power o£ doibg iU % 

Into my bofom did I take 
-This frosen ;uid benumbed fnake. 

Not ftaring from it any hiurm 1 
But now it ftings diat bieaft which made it warm*' 

What curfed weed *s this Love 1 hut one grain fow» 
And the whole field ''twil! oveiptoW { 
Strait will it choak up and devour 
Each ^^hQlefomc herb and beauteous flowec I 

J T % "^-^l-* 



%y9 COWLEY^S POEhiS. * 

Nay, iknldt fometMng IbMl do/* 
*Twill k]ll» I fear, my i^ Uifttl to«^ 

But now all *8 gone— I now, alas t complain^ 
Declare, prolbeft, tod threat, in vaita ; ' "^ J 
Since, by my own unforcM confent^ 
The traitor has my government. 
And is fo fettled in the thro;ie. 

That 'twere rebellion now to cbim mine owtt» 

THE r* A I LTV. 

IKnotf *tts fordid, zfkd *4i%iow 
(All this as well as youi J know) 
Which I fo hotly now piurfiie 
(I know all this as Wj41:af| you) j 
But, whilft this curffd 4^ I bear. 
And all the weaknefs ap^ t^e baienefs theret 
Alas ! alas I it will be always fo. 

In vain, exceedingly in -tsAi, ■ 

I rage fometimes, and biie niy chain ( • . . 

Yet to what purpbie cKxl -bite 

With teeth which ne'er*, wiil break it quite? 

Far,1f the chiefeft Chriftian Head 
Was by this fturdy tyrant buffeted. 
What wonder is it if weak J. be ilain ? 
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COLDNESS, 

AS water flqid it,, tiU it do grow 
Solid and fixt by cold| 
So in warm feafons Loy^.c^eA loolely flow ; 

Froft only can it hold ; 
A woman's rigour and idflftEii^ 
Does his fwift courfe reftraiii. 
Though conftant and cohlii(t6'ht now it be. 

Yet, when kind, beams appear. 
It melts, and glides apace inld the Tea, 

Ahici lofes itfelf therel 
So Uie iun's amorovsipls^ .. - 
Kifles the ice away^. :•.:....:• 
Yon may in vulgar l^fves find always thiif* 

But my AibftaMial lo«« ' 

Of a more firm and perfeft nature it j • 

No weathers can it nKxre : 
Though heat diAblve the ice again^ 
The cry ftal folid does reoiain. 
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THEN like (bme wealthy ifland thou (hilt litb. 
And like the fca iibiiut it, 1 J 
Thou, like fair Albion to the Tailors* fight. 
Spreading her beauteous bofom all in white j 

Like the kind Ocean I will be. 
With loving arms for ever clafping thee*. 

T 4 ^^^ 
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But I ^11 embrace thee gentlicr far than fo j 

As their fcefh- banks foft rivers do ; 
Nor Aiall the proudeft planet boaft a power 
Of making my fuH love to ebb one hours 

It never dry or low ican pr6ve, 
Whilft thy nnwafted fountain- feeds iny-lovc' 

Such heat and vigour fliall ^our kifles bear,- 

As if like doves we *eng,e94(^!4 1^^ .^ . v 

No bound nor rule my pleafures (hall endure. 

In love there 's none tooijnuch an Epicure; 
Nought (hall my hands or lips control ;' 

I Ml kifs thee through, I '11 kift^thy very foul. \. 

Yet nothing but the night onrfperts ihall know ; 

Night, that 's both blind and filent toot 
Alpheus faund not a mpre fooreit trace* 
His lov'd Sicanian fountain to embrace. 

Creeping fo far beneath the fea. 
Than I will do t* enjoy and feaH on thee. 

Men, out of wifdom ; womert, out of pride. 
The pleafant thefts of love do hide : 

That may fecure thee j but thou ^aft yet fix>m me 

A more infallible fecurity ; 

For there *8 no danger I ihould tell 

The joys which are to me unipeakable. 
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rain, thou ^rowfjr God 1 I thee invoke j 
r thou J who do ft from fumes arifie — 
Thou, who man's foul doft overfhac3e 
With a thick cloud by vapo\irs made— 
aaft have no power to (hut his eyes. 
Or paffagc of his fpliits to choke^ 
Whofc flame 's fo pure tliat it fends ap t\o Tmoke, 



!et how do tears but fjtjm feme vapours rite P 
Tears, that be winter all my year ? 
The fatp of Egypt I fi^feuo, 
And never feel the dew of rain^ 
rrom clouds which lo the he.id appesu* 
But all my too jouch moillure owe 
oveiflo wings of the "heart below-, 
hou, who doll men (ae nights Co colouirs do) 
Bring alt to an equality 1 
Come, thou jiiil God \ an<i eqiiaJ me 
Awhile to my difdainfui She : 
l4i that condition tei roe lie. 
Till Love doe* me the favour ihew : 
^ove eqiial» all ^ belter wiy than you* 

^^Then oc^er moi^ Aialt tliGu b^ invokM by me | 
^H Watchful AS fpiriu and God« I *ll prove : 
^^B Let her but grant* and then will I 
P^Pj Thee and thy kiitfitian Death defy j 
I Tor J betwixt thee md them that love, 

' Never will aji agreement be j 
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B E A U T y» 

BEAUTY] thou wild fantafc'ci^* 
Who doft in every coantry change thy fliape t 
Here black, there bro^n, here tawny, an^ ther^ white; 
Thou flatterer I which comply^ft yvith'^very fight I 

Thou Babel, which confoUnd^H the eye 
With unintelligible variety ! 

Who haft no ceftain Wl»9C, lUnf^W^Utt^ 
But vary'ft ftill, and doft thyfelf 4eciiiti ■ 
Inconftant, as thy flic-^ofeflbrt krei ' 

Beauty ! Lovers fcene and mafquerade, 
So gay by welUpIacM lights and cliftahce made; 
Falfe coin, with which th* in^ftor cheats us ftill ^ 
The ftamp and colour good, but metal ill ! 

Which light or bafe we find, 'Ol^lfen we 
Weigh by enjoyment, arid exattoiHe'Cl]^ t 

For, though thy being be btlt (how, 
^Tis chiefly night which men to thee %lkyw : 
And chufe V enjoy thee, when thoaleaft m^ Them, 

Beauty t thou a£^ive, pai&ve ill I 
Which dy'ft thyfelf as faift as thou doft kill ! 
Thou tulip, who thy ftock in pftint doft ^vi^eg 
Neither for phyfic good, nor ifaieU, nortafte. 

Beauty ! whofe Barnes l)ut meteors ate, 
Short-livM and low, though thou wddldTl fecm a ftar 5 

Who dar^ft not thine own home de(by» 
Pretending to dwell richly in the eye* 
Wh€D thou, alas I ^oft m \!hfci«ft«i ^» 
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Beauty I whtfft CdiMJ^idls tilt ^¥6 HmMt 
O'er health hf tftMkiAi kept, o* Aft b^rayM | 
Weak viaor ! whd thjrfelf dteftW)f d Aitlft be 
When Si^tkndTif ikctt^s, or Tifne befibges thee ! 

Thou ^mwholefome thaw. to frozen age 1 
Thou ftrong wine, which youth's fever doft enrage f 

Thou tyraut) which leav'H no man free I 
Thou fubtle thief, from whom nought fafe can be ! -. 
Thou murderer, which haft kiird, and devil, which 
would'ft damn me ! 
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AS men in Gretoland left beheld the £xm ' 
From their horizon ntn^ ^ - 
And thought irpon the fad half >.]rear 
Of cold and darknefs they muft fuffbr. there t 

So on my parting miftrefs did I look ; 

With fuch fwoln eyes my farewell took ^ 

Ah, my fair ftar ! Aid I ; 
Ah, thofe bleft lands to whicb bright Thou doft fly t 

In vain the m^n of Teaming comfort piie. 
And' fay I *m in a wtuin degree j 
Say what they pleafe, I fiiy tnd fwear 

'Tis beyond eighty' at leaft» if yim 'te. not here* 

It is, it is ; I trdnble with the frbft. 

And know tbat I the diy have loft | 

And ttk6(e wild things ^icli men thc^ calU 

J ind to Vt bat bcSirs 6Y fcttfti Ssx; 
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Return^ retuniy gay pUaet €»f mine Baft^ 

Of all that fluoes thou muck the beft I 
Andy aa thou myw defcend^ft to Tea, 

More fair and fidh rffe up from thence to me! 

Thou, who in many a propriety. 

So truly art the fun to me. 

Add one more likenefs (which I ^ iure you 
And let me and'my fun beget a man ! 

MY PICTURE. 

HER ]^i take my likenefs with you, whilft ^tis 
For, when from hence you go. 
The next funV jiGng will behold 
Me pale, and lean, and old: 
The man who did this pi£hue draw, 
>Vill fwear next day my face he never faw* 

X really believe, -within a while. 

If you -upon diis fliadow fmile. 
Your prefence will foch vigour give 
{Your preience, which makes all things live 
And abfence fo much alter me. 

This will the fubfta^ce, I the (hadow, be. 

When from your weH- wrought cabinet you take it 
And your bright looks awake it. 
Ah ! be not frighted if you fee 
The new-fourd pifture gaze on thee. 
And hear It breathe a figh or two ; 
iJ^ tiioife ai« £he fir& t!b]Li\^% \kax\\ H<^ ^^ 
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y rival-image will be then thought bleft^ 

And laugh at me as difpofleft ; 

But thou, who (if I know thee right) 

r th' fubftattce doft not mtrch delight. 

Wilt rather fend again for me, 
ho then Aiall but my pi£ltire*s pt^litre be. 

THE CONCEALMENT, 
/f O $ to what purpofe ihould I fpeak ? 
^ No, ¥n'etched heart f fwell till you breaks 

She cannot love noe if (be would ; 
id, to fay truth> ^twere pity that (he Hvould. 

No ; to the graye thy forrows bear j 
. As iilent as they will be there » 
ice that lovM hand this mortal wound does give^ • 

So handfomely the thing contrive. 

That fbe may guiltlcfs of it live j. 

So periih> that het killing thee 
ay a chancc-Qiedley, and bo nkurder, be» > 

*TisBobler much for mt, that I 

By^ her beauty, not her anger, die : 

Thi^will look juftly, and become 
a execution } that, a martyrdom. 

The cenfuring world will ne^er refraia 

From judging meji by thunder flain. 
e muft be angry, fure, if I ihould be 

So bold'to A(k her to make me^ 

By being iier^s, happier than ihe ! 

I will not ; His a milder fate 
) fall by her not loving^ thtiiW\ia.X9t« 
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And yet this death of mipe, Ihut^ ■ 

Will ominous tp her appear 9 
When^ fouled in every oth^r p9n» 

Her facrific^ is found ^itho^t a^ heartf 
For the laft tenapeft of my dea$|i ., 
Shall (igh oift that too with npy br9|it||» 

Then fliall the world my noble ruin fee. 
Some pity and fome envy me j 
Then ihe herfelf, the mighty Ac, 
Shall grace my funerals with tbi4 truth ; 

«< *Twas only I^ve defiroy'd the gentle youth 1** 

T I^ E M O N O P p ^ y . -' 

WHAT mines of fulphur in my hreaft do lie. 
That feed ikC eternal btimings of my heart I 
Not ^tna flames more fierce or conftantly. 
The founding fhpp of Vulcan^s fmoky art s 
Vulcan his (hop has placed there. 
And Cupid^a forge is fet-up here* 

Here all thofe arrows* mortal heads krt made. 
That fly fo thick unfeen through yielding air j 
The Cyclops here, which labour at the trade^ 
Arc Jealoufy, Fear, Sadnefs, and Deipur, 
Ah, cruel God ! and why to me 
Gave you this curft monopoly } . 

I have the trouble, not thie gain?, of it :rr 

Give me but the di|ppfal q( one dart, 

And then (I '11 aik no f>th^r benefit) 
Heat as you plffj^p y9\ir f unviSkU vi^ nv) l^cvt s 
r ' s 
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THE MONOPOLY^ U|, 

So fweet *a revenge to me> thi% I ^ 

Upon my foe would gladly die. 

Deep into^ hef bofom would 1 ffaiJce tke davt, ■ 

Deeper than weaian e*er wa8 ftnick by tfaee^ 

Thoii giv'ft them fmall wounds, and fo far from 

th' heart, 
They flutter ftill about, inconftantly : 
. Curfe on thy goodnefs, whom we find 
Civil to none but woman-Jcitad 1 

Vain God ! who womep 4pft tbyielf adort ! 
Their wounded hearts do ftill retain the poweri 
To travel and to wander^ fts beforo t 
Thy broken aiTowt ^twiiLt that fex 4nd our^ 

So ^unjuftly are diftributed. 

They take the feathers, we the head^ 

THE DISTANCE. 
T ' VE followed thee a year, at leaft, . 
* And never ftopp^d myfelf to reft 5 
But yet can thee o^ert^e no more 
Than this day can the day that went before. 

In this our fortunes eqval proye 
To ftari, which govern them above j 
6ur ftars, that move fpr ever rounds 
With the fame dl%ince ftill betwixt theqa found; 

In vain, :|1m S la Taio I ftim 
The wheei/9f FMfi^fr ^>di^vp s 
Since, if arountJtfwi^ifiP 4X7 . 
She in it mendt her pace m m^^li ^.\\% 
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Hearts by Love ftrangely fliuffled are. 
That there can never meet a pair t 
Tamelitar thsn worms are Lovers flain j 
The vraundtd heart ne'er t)ims> to wound agauft* „ 

THE INCREASE. ^ 

T Thought, I MI fwear, I could have lov'd no more 
^ Than I had done before $ 

But you as eaiily might account 
Till to the top of numbers you an»unt. 

As caft up my love's fcofe. 

Ten tboufand raillrons was the fani> f 
Millions of endlefs millions are to come. 

I 'm furc her beauties cannot greater grow; 

Why ihould my loRfe do fo* ? 

A real caufe at firfl did move j 
But mine own fancy now drives-i>n my Iove> 

With (hadows from itfelf that flow. 

My love, as we in numbers fee. 
By cyphers Is increased eternally. 

So the new-made and untry'd fpheres above 

Took their firft turn from th' hand of Jove | 

But are, fince that beginning, found 
By their own forms to move for ever round. 

All violent motions fhort do prove $ 

But, by the length, 'tis plain to fee 
That LoYC 's a motion natural to me. 
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LOVE/S VISIBILITy. 

WITH much of pain, and all the art I knew. 
Have I endeavoured hitherto 
To hide my love, and yet all will not do. 
The world perceives it, and, it may be, fhc j 

TRough fo difcreet and good Ihe be. 
By hiding it, to teach that (kill to me. 

Men without love have oft fo cunning grown,- 

That fomething like it they have fhown ;: 
But none who had it ever feem'd t' have none- 

Love ^s of a ftrangely open, fimple kind« 

Can no art& or difguifes find, 
]But thinks none fees it ^caufe itfelf is blind*. 

The very eye betrays our inward fmart j- 

Love of himfclf left there a part, 
When thorough it he paft into the hearty. 

Or if by chance the face betray not it,. 

But keep the fecret wifely^ yet. 
Like dronkennef^, into the tongue *twill get.. 

LOOKING ON, AND DISCOURSING WITH, 
HIS MISTRESS. 

THE SE full two hours now have. I gazing bern. 
What comfort by it can I gain ? 
To look on heaven with mighty gulfs between 
Was the great mifcr's gitat^ft. ^wi \ 
Vbl. L \J "^^^ 
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So near .was he to beayen*s delight* 

As with the bleft converfe he might. 

Yet could Hot get one drop of Watei- by 't. 

Ah wretch ! I /ccm to touch her now 5 but oh. 

What boundlefs fpaces do us part ! 
•Fortune, and friends, and all earlh's empty ihow^ 
My lownefs, and her high defert : 

But thefe might conquera\>le prove j 

Nothing does ihe fo far itmovCi 

As her hard, foul's averfion from my love. 

So travellers, that lofe their way by night. 
If from afar they chance t* eipy 

Th' uncertain glimmerings of a taper's light, • 
Take flattering hopes, and think it nigh 5 
Till, wearied with the fi-uitlefs pain> 
They fit them down, and weep In vain, 

And there in darknefs and defpair remain. 



RESOLVED TO LOVE. 

I Wonder what the grave and wife 
Think of all us that love $ 
Whether our pretty fooleries 

Their mirth or anger move-: 
They underftand not breath that words docs want-; 
Our fjghs to them are infiguificant. 
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*©ne of Acm faw ftie, tfi' other day. 

Touch the dear hand which I «dmire j 

■ My foul was melting ftrait away. 
And dropt before the fire : 

•This filly wKc-man, who pretends to Jcnow, 

AlkM why IlookM fo pale, and trembled fo ? 

Another, from my mlftrelS* door 

Saw me with eyes tdl 5«ratery come j 

Nor could the hidden catffe explore. 

But thought fi>me faoke was in the room;: 

Such ignorancev from un wounded learning canoe i 

He knew tears made by fnooke, but not by flaf^e* 

^If learnM ih oUier- things youlje. 

And have in love no fleillj 
'For 6od*s fake keep your arts fitnn mc, 

For I '11 be ignorant ftill s 
Study or a6lion others may embrace j 
My love 's my bufinefs^ and my books her face. 

Thefe are but tr fles, I eonfefs. 

Which me, weak mortal t move { 

Nor is ytmr bufy ferioulhefs 
Lefs triftmg than my love i 

The wifeft kiog, who from his facrsd breail 

^fonouncM a(U vaBity» cbofc it fortbe bsft* 
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MY FATE. 

O bid the needle his dear North forfake. 
To which with trembling reference it does besd; 
Go bid the ftones a journey upwards make; 

Go bid tb* ambitious £am& no nK>re afcend i 
And, when thefe falfe to their old motions provc^ 
Then fhall I ceafc thee^ thee alone, to love. 

The faft-link'd chain of everlafting Fate 
Pees nothing tie more ftrong than me to you^ 

My fixt love hangs not on your love or hate. 
But will be ftill the fame,.yrhate*er you do.i. • 

You cannot kill my love with your difdain ;. ' 

Wound it you may, and make It live in pain. 

Me, mine example, let th& Stoicks ufe. 
Their fad and cruel do6lrine to maintain j 

Let all pycdeftinators me produce. 
Who ilruggle with eternal bonds in vain :. 

This fire I 'm born tp— -but 'tis ibe muft tell,. 

Whether 't be beams of heaven or flames of helL 

You who men^s fortunes in their faees read, 
To find ou^mine, look not, alas ! on ma; 

But mark her lace, and ail the features heed.^ 
For only there is writ my deftiny j 

Or, if ftars fliew it, gaze not on the (klc%i 

But iludy the aftiology of K«v eyw. 

\\ 
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If thou find there kind and propitious ra^rSf . 

What Mars or Saturn .threaten I *11 not fear ; 
I well believe the fate of mortal days 

Is writ in heaven ; but oh, my heaven is there. 
What can men learn from ftars they fcarce can fee ? 
Two great lights rule the worlds and her two me. " 

THE HEART-BREAKING. 

IT gave a piteous groan, and Co it broke 5 
In vain it fomething would have fpokc ; 
The love within too ftrong for 't "was. 
Like poifon put into a Venice-glafs. 

I thought that this fome remedy might prove j 

But oh, the mighty feipent Love, 

Cut by this chance in pieces fmall. 
In all ftill liv'd, and dill it ftung in all. 

And now, alas ! each little broken part 

Feels the whole pain of all my heart ; 

And every fmalleft comer ftill 
Lives with that torment which the whole did kjll* 

Even fo rude armies, when the field they quit. 

And into feveral quarters get ; 

Each troop does fpoil and ruin more 
Than all joinM in one body did before. 
How many Loves reign in my bofom now \ 

Hqw many lovcs^ yet 2t\l o^ ^Q>a.\ 
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Thus h»Tt I changM with evil fate 
My Mooarch'-LoVe into a Tyriftt-State, 

t* H E US U R PATIO Nw- 

THOU ^adft to my foul no title or ]»peteiice | . 
I was mine own, and free, 
Till I had given myfelf to thee ; 
But thou haft kept me (lave and prifoner firice. 

Well, fince Co infolent thou 'rt grown. 
Fond tyrant ! I '11 depofe thee from thy throne 5 . 
Such outrages muft not admitted be 
In an elective monarchy. 

Part of my heart by gift did to thee fall 3 

My country, kindred, and my beft 

Acquaintance, were to fliare the reft 5 
But thou, their covetous neighbour, drav'ft out all f - 

Nay more j thou mak'ft me worfhip thee. 
And would'ft the rule of my religion be ; 
Did ever tyrant claim fuch power as you^ 

To be both emperor and pope too ? 

The public mtferies, and my private fate, 
Deferve fome tears 3 but greedy thou 
(Infatiate maid !) wilt not allow 
That I one drop &om thee ftiould alienate ; 

Nor wilt thou grant my fins a part. 
Though the fole caufe of moft of them thou art y 
Ccunting my tears thy tribute and thy due, 
Smct^ iir& mine cyc$ I ^a\t \o ^c^>3i. 

•TV 



THE USURPATION. >9S 

Thou all my ipy« and all ipy hope^ 4o^ ^laiH) j 

Thou rageJI lil^e a fire in me, 

Converdng all tilings into thee $ 
Nought can reifift^ or not encreafe the flarn^e : 

Nay, every grief and every fear 
Thou doft devour, unlefs thy ftamp it bear % 
Thy prefence, like the crowned bafiliik^s breathy . 

All other ferpents puts to death. 

As men in hell are from difeafes free. 

So from all other ills am I j 

Free fi-om their known formality: 
But all pains eminentjy lie in thee I 

Alas, alas ! I hope in vain 
My conquerM foul i^om out thine hands to gam ; v 
Since all the natives there thou *aft overthrows* i 

Apd planted garrifons of thine own. 



M A ID EN H E A D. 

THou worft eftate cv*n of the fex that '• worft j.. 
Therefore by Natuie made at firft 
T' attend the weaknefs of our birth ! 
Slight outward curtain to the nuptial bed I 
*Thou cafe to buildings not yet finiihed I 
Who, like the centre of the earth, 
Doft heavieft things attraft to thee, , 
Though thou a point imaginary bet 
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A thing God thought for mankind fo unfits 

That his firft blefling ruin'd it. 

Cold, frozen nurfe of fierceft fires I 
Who, like the parched plains of Afric^s land 
(A fterile, and a wild unlovely land ! ) 

Art always fcorchM with hot deiires. 

Yet barren quite, didft thou not bring 
Monfters and ferpents forth thyfelf to fting ! 

Thou that bewitched men, whilft thou doft dwell 

Like a clofe conjurer in his cell, 

Ahd fear'ft the day's difcovering eye I 
No wonder 'tis at all that tliou ihould'ft be 
Such tedious and unpleafant company. 

Who liv'ft fo melancholily ! 

Thou thing of fubtile, flippery kind. 
Which women Jofe, and yet no man can ^ndl 

Although I think thou never found wilt be. 
Yet I 'm refolvM to fcarch for thee j 
The fearch itfelf rewards the pains : 

So, though the chemick his great fecret miiii 

(For neither it in Art nor Nature is) 

Yet things well worth his toil he gains j 

And does his charge and labour pay 

With good unfought experiments by the way. 

Say what thou wilt, chaftity is no more 
Thee, than a porter is his door^ 
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In vain to honour they pretend, 
Who guard thcnffclves with ramparts and with walls 5 
Them only Fame'^ truly valiant callst 

Who can an open breach def(tf)d. 

Of thy quick lofs can be no d6ubt. 
Within fo hated, and fo loy*d without. 

IMPbS^IBILITIESw 

T Mpoflibilitics ! oh no, there ^s nonfc ; 

Could mine bring thy heart captive home^ 
As e afily other dangers were oVrthrown, 

As Cacfair, after vanquilh'd Rome, 
His little Aiian foes did overcome. 

True lovers oft by Fortune are envied | 

Oft earth and hell againft them ftrive ) 
'But Providence engages on their fide. 

And a good end at laft does give : 
At laft, juft men and lovers always thrive. 

As ftars (not powerful elfe) when they conjoin. 
Change, as they pleafe, the world*s eftate j 

So thy heart in conjunction with mine 
Shall our own fortunes regulate j 

And to our ftars themfelves prefcrlbe a fate. 

^Twould grieve rae much to find fome bold romanccy 

That fhould two kind examples fliew. 
Which before 418 in woaden did advaace \ 
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Not that I thought th^ ftoiy tpi^* 
But noBe ihoyld Fancy moKj thfiB I would J[>oy 

Through fpitc of our worft enenuuBs, Ay friendc | ^ 

Through local haaiibment from, thae | 
Through the l(nid thoughts ofJff^-concrrnUig cadk,. 

As eafy ihall mf ff^a^^f 
As was the amorous youth^s o^er HtUe^s fea % . 

In vain ihe-win^, -in vain the hillows^ Toor :$ . 

In vain the ftars their aid denyM ; 
He faw the Seftian tower on th* other ihoie : . 

Shall th* Hellei]p.ont our loves divide ? 
No, not the Atlanttck ocean^« boundlefs tide* . 

Such Teas betwixt us eaiUy conquer^ iu« $ , 

But, gentle maid I do not deny 
To let thy beams ihine on me from afar ; 

And ftill the tajjer let me efpy : 
Kor^ when thy light goes out, I fmlcand die. ■ 

8 L L E M C E. 

CURSE on thia^^ongue, that has my heart bctrayMj 
And his great fecret open laid ! 
For^ of all perfops, chiefly (he 
Should not the ills I fuffcr know ; 
Since *tls a thing might dangerous grow» 
Only' in hoT'to pity me : 
Since ^tis for me to lofe my life more -fit, 
lUjan 7i5/<^hcr<toiair«aTulcaarQQLii^. 
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Ah ! never more fliall thy unwilling ear 

My helplefs-ftory hear ; 

DUcourf^ ;md talk awake does kc^ 

The rude uaquiet pain 

That in my hreaft does reign; 

Silence perhaps may make it deep s 
I i'll bind that ibre up I did ill reveal j 
The wound, if once it clofe, may chance to he. 

No, 'twill ne'er heal $ my love will never die. 

Though it fliould fpeechiefs lie. 

A river, ere it meet the Tea, 

As well might ftay its fource. 

As my love can his courie, 

Unlefs it join and mix with thee s 
If any end or ftop of it be f oundj 
We know the flood runs ftiU, though undcir gi'oux 

THE DI S S EM B L E R. 

UNHURT, untouched, did I oomplain. 
And terrify'd all others with the pain : 
But now I f«el the mighty evil $ 
Ah ! there -tf no fooling with the devil t 
, wanton men, whilft others they would fright) 
Fhemfelves have met ^ nal- fprite. . 

thought, I '11 fwear, an hmndfome lye 

ad been no flnrat all in poetry $ 

It now I fuffer.an anreft, 

r words were f^\u^\>^-m%>Vci\^V 
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Dully fottifh God of Love I and caa it be 
Thou underftand'ft not raillery ? 

Darts, and wounds, and flame, and lieat^ 
I nanTd but for the rhyme, or the conceit | 

Nor meant my verfe ihould raifed be 

To this fad fame of prophefy : 
Truth gives a dull propriety to my ftyle. 

And all the metaphors does fpoil. 

In things where fancy much does reign » 
'Tis dangerous too cunningly to feign ) 

The play at laft a truth does grow» 

And Cuftom into Nature go : 
jBy this curft art of begging I became 

Lame, with counterfeiting lame. 

■ My lines of amorous deiire 
I wrote to kindle and blow others' fire ; 
And 'twas a barbarous delight 
My fancy promised from the fight : 
3ut now, by Love, the mighty Phalaris, I 
My burning Bull the firft do try. 

THE INCONSTANT. 

I Never yet couid fee diat face 
Which had no dart for me j 
From fifteen years, to fifty's ipace^ 
They all vidviou^ be« 
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Love, thou *rt a devil, if I may call thee one j 
S'or Aire in me thy name is Legion. 

Colour, or (hstpe, good limbs, or face^ 

Goodnefs, or wit, in all I find $. 
In motion or iafpeech a grace; 
If all fail, yet ^tis woman-kind ^ 
^nd I *m fo weak;, the piftol need not bc^ 
Double or treble charged to murder me. 

If tall, the liame of proper (Fays j 

If fair, ihe *t pleafant as* the light ;; 
If low, her prettinefs does pleafe ; 

If black, what lover loves not night ?:> 
If yellow-haipM, I Tove, left it iHouId bo 
Th^ excufe to others for not loving me. 

The fat, like plenty^ fills my heart j 

The lean, with love makes me too fo i: 
If fbaight, her. body^s Cupid^s dart 
To me ; if crooked, *tis his bows 
Nay, age itfelf .does me to rage incline,. 
And. ilrength to women gives,, as well as wine*. 

Juft half as large^as Charity 

My richly-landed Love 's become | 
And, judgM i^nght, is Conftancy, 
Though it take up a larger room :. 
Him, who loves always one, why ikould they call 
More conftant tha^ the man.loves always.all i 
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Thas with unwearied wings I flee • 

Through all Love-« gardess and bis fields^ 
Andy like the wife, induflrious bee^ 
No weed but honey to me- yields I 
>Honey ftill fpent this^ligence iUll fopplies^ 
'Though I return not home with laden lliighs* 

'My foul at firft indeed did prove 

Of pretty ftrength againft-a dart> 
Till I this habit gat of love^ 
But my conAunM and wafted heart, 
^'Once burnt to tinder with a ftreag deiire. 
Since that, by every fpark is feton fire. 

THE CONSTANT. 

-^^REAT and wife conqueror^ who, where'er 
^VJ Thou com'ft, doft fortify, and fettle there! 

Who canft defend as weil as get, 
And never hadft one garter beat-^up yet ; 

Now thou art ill, thou nt*tr wilt part 

With one inch of niyvan<)u}(hM heart $ 
Tor, fince-thou took'ft it by aifault from me, 
*Tis garrifonM fo ftrong with thoughts of thee. 

It fears no beauteous enemy* 

Had thy • charming ftrength been leA» 
I 'ad ferv'd ere this an hundred miftreifes •: 

I *m*bctter thus, nor would Compound 
To leave my prifon to be a vagabond 5 

A prifon in which I ftill would be, 

noygH every door ftood ope to mc» 
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;In fpitc both of thy coldnefs and thy pride^ 
All love 18 marriage on thy lover's fide. 
For only death can them divkle. 

Clofcy narrow chain, yet foft and kiiid 
As that which fpirks above to good does bmd^ 

Gentle and A^eet Necefiity, 
Which does not force^ but guide> our liberty ! ' 

Your love on me were {pent in vain^ 

Since my love ftill could but remain 
Juft as it is } for what, alas ! can be 
Added to that which: hath infinity 

Both in extent and quality ? 

.her" nam e. 

WITH more tlian Jewiflirevtreace as yet 
Do I the faered name conceal { 
When, ye kind ftavs, ah when will it be fit 

This gentle myftery to reveal ? 
When will our love be iiamM> and we pibflell. 
That chrifboing as a badge of happineft f 

So bold as yet no verfe of ifiint has been* 

To wear that gem on afiy line i 
Nor, ttll the happy nuptial Mufe be teen, 

Skhall any ^mxa with it ihine. 
Reft, mighty name I tiU then; for thou ihuft be 
Laid dowa by her^ tit taken up by om^. 

Tkett 
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Then all the fields and woods ihallwith it ringj- 

Then Echo's burden it ihall be , 
Then all the birds in feveral notes (hall fing. 

And all the rivers muiinur, thee ^ 
Then every wind the (bund (hall upwards bear,. 
And foftly whifper 't to fome angel's ear^ 

Then (hall thy name through all my verfc be fpret^'^ 
Thick as the flowers in* meadows lie, 

Andy when in future times they (hall be read 
(As fure, I think, they will not die) 

If any critic doubt that they be mine. 

Men by that ftamp (hall quickly know the coih^ 

Meanwhile I will not dare to make a name 

To reprefent thee by j 
Adam (God's nomenclatorj could'not frame 

One that enough (hould fignify: 
Aftrea or Celia as unfit would prove 
For thee, as 'tis tto call the Deity Jove. 

WEEPING. 

SE E where (he fits, void in what comely wife. 
Drops tears more fair than others' eyes ! 
Ah, charming maid ! let not ill-fortune fee 
Th' attire thy forrow wear«. 
Nor know the beauty of thy tears 3 
JToc (he '11 ftill come to drefs herfelf in thee*. 



A« 
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As ftars refleft on witter*, fo*I fpy - •- '. - • - . 

In every drop, methinks, her eye. 
The baby, which lives- there, and always plays ' 

In that illuftrious fphere. 

Like a NarcifTus-doeft^p^ear, 
Whilft in his flood the lovely boy did ^anA, 

Ne'er yet did I behold' fb^^rfons weathei*. 

As this fun-fhine and fein together. 
Pray Heaven her forehead, that pure hill of fnow 

(For fome fuch fountain-w? muft find. 

To waters of fo fair, a kind) 
Melt not, to feed that beaviteQUS ftream below ! 

Ah, mighty Love I that it were inwai'd heat . 

Which made this precious limbeck fwcat i. 
But what, alas ! ah| wh^tdojes it avail. 

That (he weeps tears ibwondix>us cold, 

As fcarce the afs's hoof can hold. 
So cold, that I admire thejrJall not hail. . . 

!> I S C R E T I O N. 

DIfcreet ! what means this word difcreet ? 
A curfe on all difcrction ! 
This barbarous term you will riot meet. 
In all Love's lexicom 

Jointure, portion, gold, eflale, 

Houfes, houihold-ftuff', or land, ../ 
(The low convenicncies o'f Pate) 

Are Greek no lovers uTv^tY^-Mi^*.. 
Vol. I. -X. ^"^^'=-"*^ 
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Believe me^beauteoti* one I whn-I^vt 

Enters into a ttrfaft. 
The two ^sSt things it 4oes mnpve 

Are friends and intereft, 

Pailion ^8 half blind, ner eaa eadorr 
The carefiil, fcmpulouteyes $ 

Or elfe I could not love, ^ !Qt fure^ 
One who in love wiBre wiii% 

Men, in inch tempefb toft abom, 

Will, without grief or pain, 
Caft all their goods and riches oiit, 

Themfelves their port to gain* 

As well might martjrrs, who do choofe 

That facred death to take. 
Mourn for the cldaths which they rouft lof^. 

When they *re bound naked to the ftakei. 

THE WAITIl^G-MAID, 

THY Maid! ah! £nd fomt nobler thtme 
Whereon thy doubts to place | 
Nor by a Ibw fufpefl blafpheme 
The glories of thy face. 

Alas I ihe makes thee (hine fp £^ 

So exquifitely bright. 
That her dim lamp muft di&ppes|r 

Before thy potent light* 



Three 



THE iVAITI^C^MJirD, : jtr 
Three hours each mom in dreffing theo 

MaliMouflfjT are fpont ; 
And make that beauty tyranny, 

That>eliba:oifttigio<tr6rfirh«M» - 

Th' adorning thee'wi^h to much art 

Is but a bai^baroui (kill 5 
*Tis like the poifoning of a dart 

Too apt before to kill. 

The miniftcring angels none can fee 9 

•Tis not their beauty* or face. 
For which by men they worlhip^d be j 

Bur their high ofi&ce and tlieir place. 
Ttkm art my Goddefs, my Saint ike {' 
I pray to her, only to pray to thee. 

COUNSEL. 

AH I what advice can I receive ! 
No,fatisfy«ae6rft| 
For who would phyfick-potions give 
To one that dies^with dMi ? 

A littte pulf cf breath, we frcA, 

Smail &res can quench and kill ; 
Buty when they Ve gr«att theadbrorie wWid . 

Does make them <|^ea(er ftiftl* 

Now whilft you (^eok, h ittovrr me mixdtfi 

But ftrait I *m jttfttbe iame j 
Alas rtV t§t^ mud needs be fiich 

Of cutting through a &^\tw<&% 

Xx "^"^ 
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THE C; R E. 

CO ME, doaor ! ufs jthy nmgheft irt* 
Thou canft not cruel provc^ 
Cut, buniy and torture^ every part,'^ 
To heal me o£ my love. 

There is no danger, if the pain 
Should me to a fever bring; 

ComparM with heats I now fultain, 
A fever is fo cool a thing 
(Like drink which feverifh men deiire) 

That I ihould hope 'twould almoft quench my fire* - 

THE SEPAR AT ION. 

AS K me not what my love fhall do or be 
(Love, which is foul to body, and foul of me I) 
When I am feparated from thee j 
Alas ! I might as eafily ihow. 
What after death the foul will do ; 
'Twill laft, I 'm fure, and that is all we know* 

The thing call'd foul will never flir nor move. 
But all that while a lifelefs carcafe prove ; 

For 'tis the body of my love : 

Not that my love will fly away. 
But ftill continue $ as, they fay. 
Sad troubled ghofts about their grayer do flray. 



T H :E . X R E B.* " •• 
.. .:;r^.: -'V; . - ■ .n.\'i ..:j -:.■ . • > 

IChofe the^ourilking'^tree in allihejiaTU,.: 'i\ 
With freftieftborogli^indfaireftheadf • L "rv, -^ T 
I cut ray love into his gentl^'barky .. I: •* ^ 

And in three days, behold ! *tis dead : 
My very written flartje^ fo- violent be, " ' 
They *ve burnt and wither'd-up the tree. 

How /hould I live myfelf, whofe heart is found - . 

Deeply graven pvery where 
With the large hiftpry of many a wound» 

Larger than thy trunk can bear ? 
With "art as ftrahge as Homer in the nut. 

Love in my he&rt has volumes put. 

What a few words from thy rjch ftock di^.take 

The leaves and beauties all. 
As a ih'ong poifon vvitji one drop does make 

The nails and hairs to fall : 
Love (I fee now) a kind of witchcraft i«>'* 

Oi* dharaStcrs could ne'er' do this. ' = 

Pardon, ye birds ani nymphs, who lov*d .this {had.Ci 

And pardon ipe, thou gentle tree ; 
I thought her name would thee have happy made. 

And bleffcd omens* hop'd from thee s 
*< Notes of my l6ve, thrive here,'* faid I, *< afad grow j . 

^* And with ye let my love do fo;*' 
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Alas, poor youth 1 thy love will never thrive i 

This blaftfid tite predefines it } 
Go, tie the difmal knot (why ihould*ft thou live?) 

Andy.hy tfie lines dioa lte« haft wnt> 
Defonn'dly hsc^pngr the ftd pi^Die be 

To that unhicky htftory. 

HER UNBELI£P. 

TT^ I S a ftrange kind of ignorance this in you ! 
Jl That you your'^6lories (hould not ipy, 
Viftories gotten by your eye ! 
That your bright beams, as thofe of comets do^ 
Should kill, but not know how, nor who I 

That truly you my idol might appear, 

Whilft all the people fmell and fee 
The odorous flames I ofRnr thee. 

Thou fitt'ft, and doft not fee, nor fmell, nor hear» 
Thy conftant, zealous worihiper. 

They fee 't too well who at my fires repine; 

Nay, th* unconcerned themfelves do provtt 
Quick-cy'd enough to fpy my love j 

Nor does the caufe in thy face clearlier flune. 
Than the effeft appears in mine. 

Fair infidel ! by what unjuft decree 

Muft I, who with fuch reftlefs care 
Would make this truth to thee appear, 

Mu/1 1, who preach it, and pray for it, be 
Pamn'd b^ tb^ mat^>a^\\i X 
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I^ by thy unbelief, am guiltlefs Aain t 

Ohy have but faith, and then, that you 
May know that faith for to be true, 

Jt fhall itfelf by* a miracle maintain. 

And raife me from the dead again L 

Meanwhile my hopes may feem to be overthrown { 
But lovers* hopes are full of art. 
And thus difpute — That, fince my heart. 

Though in thy breaft, yet is not by thee known. 
Perhaps thou may*ft not know thine own* 

THE GAZERS 

CO ME, lct*s go on, wh»e love add yontiidM ctli |; 
I Ve feen too much, if this be all. 
Alas ! how far more wealthy might I be 
With a contented ignorant poverty 1 

To fhew fuch (lores, and nothing grant* 
Is to enrage and vex my want. 
For love to die an infant *s lefTer ill. 
Than to live long, yet live in childhood ftiU* 

We *ave both fat gasing only, hitherto. 

As man and wife in pi^bire do ; 
The richeft crop of joy is ftill behind. 
And he vfho only fees, in love, is blind* 

80, at firft, Pygmalion lov*d. 

But th* amour at laft improvM ; 
The ftatue* itfelf at laft a woman grew. 
And fo at laft, my dear, (houVd you do tii^o*- 
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Beauty to man the greatefttortnie if, ' ' . 

Unleft k lead to €urtliar bli^ 
Beyond thetyiannoot pleafmes of the ejej 
It grows too ferious a cmdty, 

Unlefs it heal, as well as ftrike s 

I would not, falamander-like. 
In fcbrching heats always to live defire. 
But, like a naartyr, pafs to heaven throu^ fire. 

Mark how the lufty fun fahites the fpring. 

And gently kifles every diingl 
His loving beams unlock each maiden flower. 
Search all the treafures, all the fweeti devour : 
Then on the earth, with bridegroom-heat^ 
. He does ftill new flowers beget. 
The fun himfelf, although all eye he be. 
Can find in love more pleafure than to fee. 



THE INCURABLE. 

T Try'd if books "would cure my love, but found 
'- Love made them nonfenfe all $ 
I *applyM receipts of bufinefs to my wound. 
But ftirring did the pain recall. 

As well might men who in a fever fr}', 

Mathematic doubts debate ; 
As well might men who mad in darknefs lie. 

Write the difpatches of a flate. 

ttr^'d 



at ijt» J N c vKA^M-n. ^ 

1 try'd devotion, fenpftiiSy fi^ventrpray^rf . . . : v 
But thofc did worfe than uftleii;prevf | . 

For prayers are turp'd to fin, in thofc who arc 

Out of charity, or in love. ' '"' .""'', 

I try'd in wine to drown the mig^ cave j. 

But wine, alas ! was oil to th* fire : ■ - 
Like drunkards' eyes, my troubled fancy thpre 

Did double the. defire. 

I try'd what mirth and gaiety would do. 
And mix'd with pleafant companies { 

My mirth did gracelefs and iniipid grow. 
And 'bove a flinch it could not riie. 

Nay, God forgive me for *t I at laft I' try'd, 

'Gainft this fome new deHre to ftir. 
And lov'd again, but 'twas where I eQ)y'd 

Some faint refemblances of her. 

The phyfic made me worfe, with which I ftrove 

This mortal ill t' expel ; 
As wholefome medicines the difeafe improvey 

There where they work not tvcll. 



It O N O U R. 

OH£ Iov«s,-^and flie confefles too i 
^ There 's then, at laft, no more to do t 
The happy work 's entirely doos j 
Enter the tywnvrliich thou haft won | 



The fruits of e<Mqfieft ftm» iMglA I 
lo'triumpH^ ISmetm. 

What *s diis, ye 6od$ ! what can it be ? 
Remains there ftill an enemy ? 
Bold Honouif tbOkdH vfkk^ fate. 
And would yet cUfiitulaie } 
Have I d'ereome bU r^l fads. 
And ihall this phantom me oppofe f 

Noify nothing I ilatlkiiig flude ! 
By what wifchoiiaft w«rc ik^vi made f 
Empty caufe of fi>Ud hurilts ! 
But J (hall fifl4o«t eMUtflr-charHM^. 
Thy airy devilihip to remove 
From this circle here of love. 

Sure I (hall rid myiblf of thet 

By the night^s obicurity» 
And obfcurer feerecy 1 
Unlike to every other fprite^ 
Thou attempt'ft not men t* affright^ 
Nor appear'ii but in the light. 

THE I N N C> C E M T ILL. 

TH OU G H alP ilky gefture^ ^d dircouxCefe be 
CoinM attd ftamp^d by ittodefty ; 
Though from thy fongue tie^er flippM JNMiy 
One word which liCittt ^\ i^*. i^tta: ttAffxt not fay^ » 



THE INNOCENT ILL. j,^ 

Yet fuch a ffrectnefo, fuch a graee^ 

In all thy fptech appear, 

That what to 1^* eye a heauteout hct. 

That thy tongue is to th* ear : 
So cunningljrit wounds the heart. 
It ftrikes Arch heat through every part, 
'hat thon a tempter worfe dian Satan art. 

*hough in thy thoughts fcarce any tracks have been. 
So much as of original fin. 
Such charms thy beauty wears as flight 

>efires in dying confefsM faints excite : 
Thou, with ibange adultery, 
Poft in each breaft a brothel keep ^ 
Awake all men do luft for thee. 
And ibme enjoy thee when they doBp^, -^ 

Ne>r before did woman live, 
Who to fuch multitudes did give 

["he root and caufe of £a, but only Eve. 

Though in thy bread fo quick a pity be. 

That a fiy^s deadi *s a wound to thee ; 
Though favage and rock^hearted iho^ 

Appear, that weep not ev^n Romancers woea i 
Yet ne'er before was tyrant known, 
Whofe rage was of fo large extent | 
The ills thou doft are whole thine own i 
Thou *rt principal and mftnsment^ 
Ia: all the deaths that come from you^ 
You do the treble office do 

>f judgei of torturer, and of weapon. tQo« 
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Tlcu Iovc; V ioAzvoimt of aogiy Fate, 

\VhJ:h God did for our faults create ! 

T:.(iu pleaiaat, univertal ill^ 
Which, iweet as healthy yet like a phgae doft kill I 

Thoa kind, well-iiatar'd tyranny ! 

Thou chafte committer of a rape ! 

Thou ToIonCuy deftiny. 

Which no man can, or would, efcape ! 
So gmtlcy-and £o glad to ipare. 
So wondrous good, and wondroas fair, 
(We know) cv*n die defiioying-angels are. 



D I A L O G U . 

Sbe.ynrJKAT have we done? what crud pafEoa 
^ ^ mov'd thee. 

Thus to roin her that lovM thee ? 
Me thou 'ft robh'd j but what art thou 
Thyfelf the richer now ? 

Shame fucceeds the fhort-liv'd pleafure ; 
Sofoon 18 fpent, and gone, this thy ill-gotten treafure ! 

He. We 'avc done no harm 5 nor was it theft in me. 
But nobleft charity in thee. 
I '11 the well-j^otten pleafure 
Safe in my memory treafure t 

What though the flower itfelf do wafte, 
The elTencQ from it drawn does long and fwceter laft. 



SJ^e. 
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She. No : I 'm undone 5 my honour thou haft fTwn, 
And nothing can reftore ""t again* 
Art and' labour 'to b^ow. 
Upon the caf cafe of it noW| ' ^ ■ 
Is but t* embalm a body dead ; ' 
The figui^may remsaoj the life and btiaiity *8 fl^ . 

He, Nevei-, my dear; Wais honour y^t' undone 
By Love, but Indifcretion. ' 
To th' wife it all things does allow y\ 
And cafes not What we do, but tfrfw^ 
' ' Like tapers fhtit in ancieiiturii^i; 
, Unlefs it let-in aii:, for ever ihines; and bums* ^ ^ 

She. Thou firft, perhaps, who d«dft^thteiault commit^. 
Wilt make thy wicked botifft of its 
For men, with Roman pride, above- "- 

The conqueft do the triiunph love ;■ " 
Not think a perfe^ vi^loiy galft^d; ' 

Unlefs they through the ftreets thefn captive lead en« 
chainM. 

He,, Whoe'er hijp fejcret joys ha^.^l^ laid,. 
The bawd to his own wife is made ; 
Befide, what boaft is ieft for me^ 
Whofe whole wealth 's a gift from tjiee ? 
'Tis you the conqueror ai-e, *tis you 
Who have not only ta'en, bu^ b'Ound'and gagg'3 
me too, ' . . 

She. Though public pyniihment we. ef<:ap^ the iia . 
Will rack and torture u% mvVvva \ 
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Giult and fin, our hofom bears | 
And, thowghi fair yet the fruit appears. 
That worm which now the core does waAe, 
When long *t has gnaw'd within^ will break the (kin 
atJfift. 

Ir#. That iMrfty drink, that hungry ^Dod, I Icmght, 

That wounded balm is all my faiilts 
And thou in pity didft apply» 
The kind and only remedy i 
The cauff abfolyes the cxune j fince me 
So mighty force did move, fo mi^ty goodaefs thee. 

She, Curfe on thine arts ! methinks I hate thee new j 
And y.et I *» fure I love thee loo ! 
I ^m angry I Vvt my wrath will preve 
More innocent than did thy bvae. 
Thou baft this day undone me quite j 
Yet wilt undo me more iiould'ft liiou not come at 
AJght. 



VERSi:S LOST UPON A WAGER. 

AS foon hereafter will I wagers lay 
*Gainft what an oracle fhail fay 2 
JPool that I was, to venture to deny 

A tongue fo ui'd to vidlory ! 
A tongue fo bleft by nature and by art, 
Tb9t BftTor yet xtfpgkt but cnnM m heart 1 

Though 
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Though what you faid bad npt be«n true. 
If fpoke by any ^Ce but you i- 
Your fpeecb waU ^vem deftipy^ 
And Fate will change jnaiher than you il)pviU lylt 

^Tis true, if human Reafon were the gnide* 

Reafouy me'thinks, was on my fide f 
J^t that *8 a guide, alasl we muft refign» 

When th' authority 's divine, 
^he faid, ihe faid lierfelf it wot^ be (b } 
Avd I, bold unbdUever ! anfwer'd no t 

Never fp ]uiUy» fure, befojpe. 

Error the name of bjiodnefs bore | 

For, whatfoe^er the qveftipo be» 
There 't no man that hu tyw w«h14 Imt dfK mih 

If Truth itfelf (as oilier angels do 

When they defcend to bwna» view) 
In a material fonn w^iild deigQ to (bine, 

'Twould imitate sir bonoiw tblof ; 
So dazzling bright yet fo trtaiforent cle«r, 
^o well-proportionM, would tiie puts aj^ear I 

Happy the «ye which Truth eouid ibe 

Cloath*d in « fliape like thee i 

But happier far Uie eye 
'Which could thy ihape naJud like Trutb e(py ! 

Yet this loft wager €ofts me a^^iuug more 

Than what I ow'd to thoe befofus 
Who would not venture for tbat debt to pla/t 

Which Jbe were bound however to piy ^ 
S 
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If Nature gave me power to write in verfe. 
She gave it me thy pfai(es to rehearfe : 
Thy wondrous beauty and thy \vit 
Haiifiich aTovereign right to it. 
That no man^s Mufe for public vent is free. 
Till ihe has paid her cufioms firil to thee. 



T 



BATHING IN THE RIVER. 
H E fifh around her crowded, as ^ey do 



To the falfe'light that treacherous fifhers fliew^ ■ 
And all with as much eafe might taken be. 

As fhe at firft took me } 

For ne'er did light fo clear' 

Among tfie Mraves appear^ 
Though every night the fun himfelf fet there. 

Why to mute fifh fhould'ft thou thyfelf difcoveri 

And not to me, thy no lefs iilent l6ver ? 

As fome from men ^hcir buried gold commit 
To ghofts, that have no ufe of it 5 
Half thejr rich treafures fo - 
Maids^buiy 5 anc), for aught we know, 

(Poor ignorants !) thfy *re mermaids all below. 

The amqrous waves would fain about her ftay. 
But ftill new amorous waves drive them away. 
And with fwi fit current to thofe joys they hafte. 
That do as fwiftly wafte x - 
I laugh'd the wanton play to view 5 
But 'tis, aUs-l at land fb too. 
And ftill old lovers v vtU vYit ^\v:^ \a xv^ni . 



BATHIKG IN THE RIVER. )»« 

Kifs her, and as you part, you amorous waves 
(My happier rivals, and my fellow-flaves) 
Point to your flowery banks, and to her ihew 
The good your bounties do j 
Then tell her what your pride doth coft. 
And how your ufe and beauty *8 loft. 
When rigorous winter< binds you. up with froft.. 

Tell her, her beauties and her youth, like thee^ . 
Hafte without ftop to a d^ouring fea ; 
Where they will mixM and nndiftingui(h''d lie- 
With all the meaneft things that diej 

As in the ocean thou- 

No privilege doft know 
Above th' impureft ftreams that thither £ow. 

Tell her, kind flood ! when this has made her fad^ 

Tell her there 's yet one remedy to be had : 

Shew her how thou, though, long fmce paft, doft find-. 

Thyfelfyetftill behind : 

Marriage (fay to her) will bring. 

About the felf-fame thing. 
But file, fond maid, (huts and feals-up the fpring^ 

LOVE GIVEN OVER.. 

IT is enough ; enough of time and pain 
Haft thou confum^d in vain ; 
I;eave, wretched Cowley ! leave 
Thyfelf with (hadows to deceive ; 
Think that already loft which tho\i tav^ft. tv«^vt ^\tvi 
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Three of ^y laftkft and thy freibeft jrean 
(TofsM is Aoniu of hopes and Scaurs) 
Like halpleft flMpt that be 
Set on fire i* th* flqidft o' the ifia. 

Have all been buint in loYe» and aU been dnnmM in 
tears. 

Refolve then on it, and by force or art 

Free thy ^1ducky heart j 

Since Fate does dilappixive 

Th* aiiB^itiofi of thy Wyc, 
And not one ftar in heayen ofos to take thy part. 

If e*er I clear my heart from this defire. 
If e^er it home to its breaft retire^ 
It ne'er (hall wander more aboot. 
Though thoufand beauties call it out : 

A lover burnt like me for ever dreads the fire. 

The pox, the plague, and every fmall difeafe. 

May come as oft as ill-fate pleaie ; 

But death and love are never found 

To give a recond wound. 
We 're by thofe ferpents bit, but we 're devourM by 
thefe. 

Alas I what comfort is *t that I am grown 
Secure of being again overthrown ? 
Since fuch an enemy needs not fear 
Left any elfe (hould quarter there, 
Who has not only fackM, but quite burnt down, the 
town. 

. A P O E M 
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THE PUBLISHER TO THE READER. 1679. 

M Beting atcidentally with this poem in manu* 
fcripty and being informed that it was a piece 
of the incomparable Mr. A. C's, I thought it unjuft 
to hide fuch a treafure from the world. I remembered 
that our author, in his preface to his works f , makes 
mention of fome poems written by him on the late 
civil war, of which the following copy is queftionably 
a part. In his moft imperfect and unfinifhed pieces, 
you will difcover the hand of fo great a maftcr. And 
(whatever his own modefty might have advifcd to the 
contrary) there is not one carelefs ilroke of his but 
wiiat ihould be kept facred to pofteiity. He could 
write nothing that was not worth the preferving, be- 
ing habifually a poet, and always infpired. In this 
piece the judicious reader will find the turn of the 
verfe to be his ; the fame copious and lively imagery 
of fancy, the fame warmth of pafllon and delicacy of 
wit, that fparkles in all his writings. ' And certainly 

-• This and the two following Poems are not given 
with ceruiMty as Cowley's. They have been afcribed 
to him; are po&bly genuine ^ a^d therefore are pre- 
fervtd in this coUe^kion. N, 

f Sec p. 16 0^ this Volume. 

Y a ^Na 
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BO laboon of a genius fi> rich in ii^f, and lb cvlti. 
vatcd with kanuDg and maDoen, can prore an na- 
welcome preient to the world. 

WHAT rage does England from itielf divide. 
More than the feas from all the world befide? 
From erery part the roaring caimons play. 
From ererjr part blood roars as load as they. 
What Engliih ground bat ftill fome moiftnre bean. 
Of young men''s blood, and more of mothers* tears f 
What air *s unthickcn'd with the fighs of wives. 
Though more of maids for their dear lov€rs\ lives ^ 
Alas ! what triumphs can this vidory ihew. 
That dyes ns red in blood and bluflies too ! 
How can we wi(h diat conqueft, which befiows 
Cyprefs, not bays, upon the conquering brows * 
It was not fo when Henry's dreadful name. 
Not fword, nor caufe, whole nations overcame. 
To fartheft Weft did his fwift conquells run,. 
Nor did his glory fct but with the fun. 
In rain did Rodcric to his hold retreat. 
In vain had wretched Ireland callM him great j, 
Ireland ! which now moft bafely we begia 
To labour more to lofe than he to win. 
It was not fo when in the happy Eaft, 
Richard, our Mars, Venus's Ifle pofleft s 
'Gainft the proud Moon he th' Englifh crofs difplay'd. 
Eclipsed one horn, and th* other paler made; 
When our dear lives we ventured bravely there, 
And digged o\ix oyfu to ^^u CVt\^% Sk.y^Cqs:^« 
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That facred tomb, which, ihould we now enjoy. 
We ihould with as mach zeal fight to dcftroy ! 
The precious figns of our dead Lord we rcorn» 
And fee his crofs worfe than his body torn $ 
We haje it now both for the Greek and Jew, 
To us *ti8 fooliihnefs and fcandal too. 
To what with worfliip the fond Papift fall«. 
That the fond zealot a cursM idol calls t 
So, ''twixt tlieir double madnefs, here *s the odd«. 
One makes falfe devils, t'other makes makes falfe gods. 

It tvas not fo when Edward prov'd his caufc. 
By a fword ftronger than the Salique laws, 
Tho' fetched from Fharamondj when the French tlid iight. 
With women's hearts, againft the women's right. 
Th' afflicted ocean his firft conqueft boi-e, 
And drove red waves to the fad Gallic ihore : 
As if he 'ad angry with that element been. 
Which his wide foul bound with an ifland in. 
Where 's now that fpirit with which at CrefTey we. 
And Poiftiers, forc'd from Fate a victory ? 
Two kings at once we brought fad captives home, 
A triumph fcarcely known to ancient Rome ! 
Two foreign kings : but now, alas ! we ftrive. 
Our own, our own good fovereign to captive 4 

It was not fo when Agincourt was won ;" 
Under great Henry ftrvM the rain and fun : 
A nobler fight the fun bimfelf ne'er knew« 
Not when he ftopp'd bis courfe a fight to view I 
Then l>Mth*s old archer did more (kilful grow. 
And learned to (booi mort fure from tV "fexi^x^'^^^ \ 
Y ^ TV«« 
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Then Fraace was ber own tory £»dij tai^;lit9 
And fdt how Cae(ar and hair Edwaid fboglit. 

It was not ib when diat vaft fleet of Spain 
Lay torn and fcatter*d on the EngliHi main $ 
Through the proud world a yirgni tenor ftiook ; 
The Auftrian crowni, and Rome*! feven hills, flie ihook { 
To her great Neptune homagM ail his ftreams. 
And all the wide-ftretchM ocean was her Thames. 
7*hus our forefathers fought, thus bravely bled, 
Thus-ftill they live, whilft vrt alive are dead } 
Such ads they did> that Rome, and Caefar too» 
Might envy thofe whom once they did fubdue. 
We *re not their offspring ; Cure our heralds lye ; 
But bom we know not how, as now we die ; 
Their precious blood We could not venture thus : 
Some Cadmus, fure, fow'd ferpents' teeth for us j 
We could not elfe by mutual fury fall, 
Whilft Rhine and Sequan for our armies call : 
Chufe war or peace, you have a prince, you know. 
As fit for both, as both are fit for you ; 
Furious as lightning, when war's tempeft came. 
But calm in peace, calm as a lambent flame. 

Have you forgot thofe happy years of late. 
That faw nought ill, but us that were ingrate ; 
Such years, as if earth^s youth returned had been. 
And that old Terpent Time had caft his ikin ? 
As gloriouHy and gently did they move. 
As the bright fun that meafurcs them above i 
Then only in books the learnM could mifery fee. 
And the unleam'd ne'er heard of miieiy. 

Then 
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Then happy James with as deep quiet reignM^ 
As in his heavenly throne, by deaths he gainM $ 
And, left this blefling with his life (houM ceafe. 
He left us Charles, the pledge of future peace j 
Charles, under whom, with much ado, no left 
Than fixtecn years, we endnrM our happinefs j 
Till in a moment, in the North, we find 
A tempeft conjur'd up without a wind. 
As foon the North her kindnefs did repent j 
Firft the peace-maker, and next war, Hie fent. 
Juft Tweed, that now had with long peace forgot 
On which fide dwelt the Eiiglifli, which the Scot, 
Saw glittering arms ihine fadly on his face, 
Whilft all th' affrighted fifh fank down apace. 
No blood did then from this dark quarrel grow. 
It gave blunt wounds, that bled not out till now I 
For Jove, wiio might have us'd his thundering power> 
Chofe to fall calmly in a golden fhower! 
A way we found to conquer, which by none 
Of all our thrifty anceftors was known j 
So ftrangcly prodigal of late we are. 
We there buy peace, and here at home buy war. 
How could a war to fad and barbarous pi cafe. 
But firft by flandering thofe bleft days of peace ? 
Through all the excrements of ftate they pry. 
Like emp" ricks, to find out a malady ; 
And then with defperate boldnefs they endeavour^ 
Th' ague to cure by bringing-in a fever : 
The way is fure to expel fomc ill, no doubt 5 
The plague, we know, drives all difcafes out. 

Y 4 W^-ifc 
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tVhat ftrange wild fears did evciy morning bree^ 

rill a ftrange fancy made us fick indeed ! 

And cowardice did valour's place fupply. 

Like thofe that kill themfelves for fear to die I 

What frantic diligence in thefe men appears^ 

That- fear all ill&« and aft oVr all their fears I 

Thus into war we fcarM ourfelv^ } and who 

3ut Aaron's fons, that the firft trumpet blew ? 

Fond men ! who knew not that they were -to keep 

For God, and not For facrificey their (heep 1 

The churches firft this murderous do£^rine fow^ 

And learn to kill, as well as bury, now : 

The marble tonibs where our forefathers lie» 

Sweated with dread of too much company^ 

And all their fleeping afhes fhook for fear, 

Leil thoufand ghofts fhould come and fhroud them there 

Petitions next from every town they frame, 
To be reftor'd to them from whom they came : 
'.rbe fame Ayle all, and the fame fenfe, docs pen» 
Alas ! they' allow fet forms of prayer to men. 
Oh happy we, if men would neither hear 
Their (ludied form, nor God their fudden prayer. 
They will be heard, and, in unjulkft wife. 
The many-headed rout for jufticc cries j 
They cill for blood, which now I fear docs call 
For blood again, much louder than they all. 
In fenfelefs clamours, and confufed noife, 
"We loft that rare, and yet unconquer'd voice : 
So, when the facred TUracian lyre was drown'd 
•In the Biilonian "womttf* m\x^^ ^(svxxi^^ 
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The wondering ftones, that came before to hear, 
Toi|(oC themfelvesy and turnM his murderers there. 
The fame loud ftorm blew the grave mitre dowo^ 
It blew down that, and with it ihook the crown. 
Then firft a ftate^ without a church, begun ; 
Comfort thy felf, dear church! for then ^twas done. 
The fame great ftorm to fea great Mary drove } 
The fea coiild not fuch dangerous tempefts move : 
The fame drove Charles into the North, and then 
Would readilier far have driven him back again. 
To fly from noife of tumillts is tio fliame ; 
Ne'er will their armies force them to the fames 
They all his caftles, ail his towns* invade. 
He *s a large prifoner in all England made I 
He muft not pafs to Iroland's weeping ihore ; 
The wouads tfaefe furgeons make mull yield them more-s 
He muft not conquer his lewd rebels there. 
Left he ihould learn by that to do it here. 
The fea they fubje^^ next to -their command ; 
The fea, that crowns our kings and all their land. 
Thus poor they leave him, their bafe pride and fcorUj 
As poor as thefe, now mighty men, were born s 
When ftrait whole armies meet in Charles's right; 
How no man knows, but here they are, and fight. 
A man would fwcar, that faw this alter'd ftate. 
Kings wese callM gods becaufe they could create 
Vain men 5 'tis Heaven this firft affiftance brings. 
The fame is Lord of Hofta -that 's King of Kings. 
•Had men forfook him, angels from above 
.(Th* AOyrian did left th^.VilKic^ tnvit^ 
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Would all have inufterM in his righteous aid^ 
And thunder 'gainft your cannon would have played. 
It needs not U>, for man defines to right 
Abus'd mankind, and wretches you muft fight. 

Wor'ftcr firft faw 't, and tiembled at the view 5 
Too well the ills of civil war (he knew. 
Twice did the flames of old her towers invade^ 
Twice caird /he in vain for her own Sevem^s aid. 
Here firft the rebel winds began to roar. 
Brake loofe from the juft fetters which they bore } 
Here mutinous waves above their Hwn did fwell. 
And the firft ftorm of that dire winter ftll. 
But when the two great brethren once appearM, 
And their bright heads, like Leda^s offspring, rearM ; 
When thofc fea-calmijfig fons from Jove were fpied. 
The winds all fled, the waves all funk and died ! 
How fought great Rupert, with what rage and (kill ! 
Enough to have conquered had his caufe been ill ! 
Comely young man t and yet his dreadful fight 
The rebels* blood to their faint hearts does fright. 
In. vain, alas ! it feeks fo weak defence ; 
For his keen fword brings it again from thence. 
Yet grieves he at the laurels thence he bore 5 
Alas, poor Prince ! they '*!] fight with him no more ^ 
His virtue '11 be eclips'd with too much fame. 
Henceforth He will not conquer, but his Nanje. 
Here — — with tainted blood the fleld did ftain. 
By his own facrilege, and 's country's curies, flnfn. 
The firft comnuinder did Heaven's vengeance fhcw. 
And led the rebels' van to (hade» below. 
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On two fair hills both armies next are feen, 
Th* affrighted valley iighs and fweats between ; 
Here Angels did with fur expeftance ftay. 
And wifliM good things to a king as mild as they ; 
There Fiends with hunger waiting did abide. 
And curfed both, but fpurrM-on th* guilty fide. 
Here ftood Religion, her looks gently fage. 
Aged, bnt much more comely for her age 1 
There Schifm, old hag, tho* Teeming young, appears» 
As fnakes by cafting (kins renew their years 5 
Undecent rags of feveral dyes (he wore. 
And in her hand torn liturgies ihe bore. 
Here Loyalty an humble crofs difplayM, 
And ftill, as Charles pafsM by, ftie bowM and pray'd. 
Sedition there her crimfon banner fpreads. 
Shakes all her hands^ and roars with all her heads : 
Her knotty hairs were with dire Terpen ts twift. 
And every ferpent at each other htTsM. 
Here ftood white Truth, and her own hoft does bleTs^ 
Clad with thoTe arms of proof, her nakedneTs ^ 
There perjuries like cannons roar aloud. 
And lyes flew thick, like cannons* Tmoky cloud. 
Here Learning and t\C Arts met ; as much they feared 
As when the Hunns of old and Goths appearM* 
What (hould they do ? Unapt themTelves to fight. 
They promised noble pens the a^s to write. 
There Ignorance advancM, and joy'd to Tpy 
So many that durft fight they know not why ; 
From thofe who mofl the ilow-fburd monks diTdain, 
From thofe fbc hopes the monks* dull age again. 

Htrd 
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Here Mtrtj waits, with iad bot gentle look, 
Nerer^aJas! had ibe ber Charics FoHoqIl • 
For mercy on her fnendt, lo Heaven Aft cries, 
Whilft Juftice jnills down Yeagcaacc from die §dum 
Opprefllon there, JUpine, and Mwdcr, Aood, 
Rtadjr, at was the field, to drink their blood $ 
A tbouiand wronged fpirits amongrft them moooi d» 
And thrice the gfaoft of mighty StraffiMxi gnan^d* 

Kow flew their camion thick through woonded air. 
Sent to defend, and kill, their foveieign there. 
More than he them, the bullets fearM kis bead. 
And at his feet lay innocently dead ^ 
They knew not what thole men that fent them meant. 
And acied their pretence, not their intent. 

This was the day, this the firftday, that fiiew*d 
How much to Charles for our long peace we ow*d : 
-By his fkill here, and fpirit, we underftood. 
From war nought kept him but his country's good. 
In his great looks what chcarful anger (hone '. 
Sad war, and joyful triumphs, mixM in one. 
In the fame beams of his majeftic eye, 
His own men life, bis foes did death, efpy. 
Great Rupert this, that wing great Wilmot leads, 
Whitc-feather'd Conqueft flies o'er both their beads* 
They charge, as if alone they 'd beat the foe. 
Whether their troops followed them up or no. 
They follow clofe, and hafte into the fight. 
As fwift as ftrait the rebels make their flight. 
So fwift the rolfcreanu ^^ta \i each fear 
Jind jealoufy they iiunC4W^ w^^^aws^^^^^ 



'Wfc^ 



ON THE LATE CIVIL WAR. 3Jt 
They heard war's mufic, and away they flfew. 
The trumpets fright worfe than the organs do. 
Their fouUy which ftill new bye-ways do invent^ 
Out at their wounded backs pcrverfely went, 
Purfue no more 5 ye noble viftors, ftay. 
Left too much conqueft lofe fo brave a day ! 
For ftill the battle founds behind, and Fate 
Win not give all ; but fets us here a rate : 
Too dear a rate (he fets; and we muft pay 
One honeft man for ten fuch knaves as they. 
Streams of black, tainted blood the field befmear. 
But pure, well-colour'd drops fhine here and there j 
They fcom to mix with floods of bafer vein?, 
Juft as the nobler moifture oil difdains. 
Thus fearlefs Lindfey, thus bold Aubigny, 
Amidft the corpfe of (laughtcr'd rebels lie : 
More honourably' than — e'er was found,. 
With troops of living traitors circled round. 
Reft, valiant fouls, in peace ! ye facred pair. 
And all whofe deaths attended on you there, 
You 're kindly welcom'd to heaven's peaceful coaft> 
By all the reverend martyrs* noble hoft : 
Your foaring fouls they meet with triumph, all 
Led by great Stephen their old general. 
Go, — — , now prefer thy flourifhing ftate 
Above thofe murdered hefX)e8^ doleful fate j 
Enjoy that life which thou durft bafely fave. 
And thought'ft a iaw-pit nobler than a grave. 
Thus many fav.M themfelves, aiKl night the reft. 
Night, that agrees with their d^itV. ^^\wsi\«^- 
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A difmal ihade did heaven's fad face o^erflow^ 
Dark as the night ilaln rebels found below t 
No gentle ftars their chearful glories reared , 
AihamM they were at what was done, and fear*d 
Left wicked men their bold excufe fliould frame 
From fome ftrange influence, and fo vail their ihame. 
To Duty thus. Order and Law incline. 
They who ne'er err from one eternal line j 
As juft the ruin of thefe men they thought, 
As Sifera's was« 'gainfl whom themfelves had foug^« 
Still they rebellions' ends remember well, 
Since Lucifer the great, their (hining .captain, fell. 
For this the bells they ring, and not in vain ; 
Well might they all ring out for thoufands (lain s 
For this the bonfires their glad lightnefs fpread. 
When funeral flames might more befit their dead : 
For this with folemn thanks they tire their God, 
And, whilft they feel it, mock th' Almighty's rod 5 
They proudly now abufe his juftice more. 
Than his long mercies they abus'd before. 
Yet thefe the men that true religion boaft. 
The pure and holy, holy, holy, hoft ! 
What great reward for fo much xeal is given ? 
Why, Heaven has thank'd them fmce as they thank' 
Heaven. 
Witnefs thou Brentford, fay, thou ancient town. 
How many in thy ftreets fell groveling down : 
A\ itnefs the red-coats weltering in their gore. 
And dy*d anew into tb.e tv^tqa they bore ; 
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Vitnefs theic men blow'd up into the air 
All elements their ruins joy'd to ihare) 5 
11 the wide ak quick flames their bodies tore, 
Then, drown'd in waves, they Ve toft by waves to fhorc : 
yitnefs thou Thames, thou waft amaz'd to fee 
^cn madly run to fave tbemfeives in thee j 
n vain, for rebels' lives thou would'ft not fave, 
Vnd down they funk beneath thy conquering wave, 
^ood, reverend Thames ! the beft-belov'd of all 
rhofe noble blood that meet at Neptune's hall ; 
London's ^roud towers, which do thy head adom« 
\re not thy glory now, but grief and fcorn. 
rhou griev'ft to fee the white-namM palace fliine, 
iVithout the beams of its own lord and thine : 
rhy lord, which is to all as good and free, 
Vs thou, kind flood ! to thine own banks can ft be. 
■low does thy peaceful back difdain to bear 
rhe rebels' bufy pride at Weftminfter! 
rhou, who thyfelf doft without murmuring pay 
Sternal tribute to thy prince the fea. 

To Oxford next great Charles in triumph came, 
)xford, the Britifh Mufes* fecond fame, 
lere learning with fome ftate and reverence looks, 
Vnd dwells in buildings lafting as her books ; 
Soth now eternal, bat they 'ad aflies been, 
lad thefe religious Vandals once got in. 
ilot Bodley's noble work their rage would fpare, 
•"or books they know the chief malignants are. 
n vain they filence every 4ge before $ 
^^pens of time to come will vQ\]L\:id<\i<^m\SNi^\^\ 
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The templets decent wealth, aod modeft fbte. 
Had fuSer*d j this their avaiice, that dieir hate : 
Beggaiy and fconi into the church they M bring. 
And made God glorious, as they made the king 4 
O happy town, that to IotM Charles's fight. 
In thoie (ad times, gay'ft (afety and delight. 
The. fate which civil war itfelf doth blefs ! 
Scarce woiild*ft thou change for peace this happinefs^ 
'Midft all the joys which Heaven allows thee here; 
Think, on thy fifter, and then fhed a tear. 

What fights did this fad winter fee each day. 
Her winds and ftorms came not fo thick as they ! 
Yet nought thefe far-loft rebels could recall. 
Not Marlborough's nor Cirencefter's fall. 
Yet ftiU for peace the gentle conqueror fues 5 
By his wrath they perifli, yet his love refufe. 
Nor yet is the plain lefTon underRood, 
Writ by kind Heaven la B — and H — 's blood. 
Chad and his church faw where their enemy lay. 
And with juftrred new-mark'd their holy-day. 
Fond men ! this blow the injurM Crofier ftrook j 
Nought. was jQore fit to perifh, but thy book. 
Such fatal vengeance. did wrongM Charlegrove (hew,. 
Where ■ ■ both begun and ended too 
His curs'd rebellion } where his foul 's repaid 
With fepar9tion> grtzt as that lie made. 
— , whofe rpirittmov'd o'er this mighty frame 
O' th' Britiih ifle, and out this chaos came. 
— , the man th.at taught confufion's art ; 
His treafont reftlefs, and yet noifeleft heart. 
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His a£llve brain like Etna's top appear'd, 
"Where treafon 's forged, yet no noife outward heanU 
'Twas he contriv'd whate'er bold M — faid, 
And all the popular noife that P — has made i 
*Twas he that taught the zealous rout to rife. 
And be his ilaves tor ibme feignM liberties : 
Him for this black defign> bell thought moil fit i 
Ah ! wretched man, cursM by too good a wit I 

If not all this your ftubborn hearts can fright. 
Think on the Weft, think on the Cornifh might i 
The Saxon fury, to that far-ftretch'd place, 
Di'ove the torn relics of great Brutus^ race 1 
Here they of old did in long fafety lie, 
Compafs'd with feas, and a worfc enemy 5 
Nc*er till this time, ne'er did they meet with foc»r 
More cruel and more barbarous than thofe. 
Ye noble Britons, who fo oft with blood 
Of Pagan hofts have dy'd old Tamar's flood j. 
If any drop of mighty Uthcr ftill. 
Or Uther's mightier fon, your veins does fill j. 
Shew then that fpirit, till all men think by^ yoa- 
The doubtful tales of your great Arthur true s 
You'^ave (hewn it, Britons, and have often done 
Things that have chearM the weary, fetting fun. 
Ag^in did Tamar your dread arms behold. 
As juft and as iuccefsful as the old t 
It kifsM the Cornifli banks, and vow*d to bring 
His richcft waves to feed th* cnfuing fpring ^, 
But murmurM fadly, and almoft denyM 
AH fruitful moifture to the Devon fide.. 

V^L. I. Z Tt 
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Ye fons of war, by whofe bold a6ls we fee 
How gfeat a thing exalted man may be j 
The world remains your debtor^ that as yet 
Ye have not all gone forth and conquerM it. 
I knew that Fate fome wonders for you meant. 
When matchlefs Hopton to your coafts ihe fent j 
Hopton ! fo wife, he needs not Fortune's aid. 
So fortunate, his wifdom *s ufelefs made : 
Should his fo-often-tryM companions fail. 
His fpirit alone, and courage, would prevail. 
Miraculous man ! how would I fmg thy praife. 
Had any Mufe crown'd me with half the bays 
Conqueft hath givea to thee ; and next thy name 
' Should Berkeley, Stanning, Digby, prefs to fame* 
Godolphin ! thee, thee Grenville ! I M rehearfe. 
But tears break off my verfe !— 
How oft has vanquilh'd Stamford backward fled } 
Swift as the parted fouls of thofe he led. I 
How few did his huge multitudes defeat. 
For mod are cyphers when the number 's great ! 
Numbers, alas ! of men, that made no more 
Than he himfelf, ten thoufand times told o*er. 
Who hears of Stratton-fight, but muft confeft 
All that he heard or read before was lefs j 
Sad Germany can no fuch trophy boail. 
For all the blood thefe twenty years (he 'as loft. 
Vaft was their army, and their arms were more 
Than th' hoft of hundred-handed giants bore. 
So ftrong their arms, it did almoft appear 
Secure, had neither arms npr men been thei%. 
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In Hopton breaks, in break the Comifli powcrSf 
Few, and icarce armM, yet was th* advantage wutt 3 
What doubts could be, their outward ftrength to wilii 
When we bore arms and magazine within f 
The violent fword's outdid the mu(ket> ire | 
It (lix>ok the bones, and there gave dreadful fire t 
We fcornM their thunder j and the reeking blade 
A thicker fmoke than all their cannon nmde $ 
Death and loud tumults fillM the place around 
With fruitlefs rage j faH'n rebels bite the ground! 
The aims we gainM were wealth, bodies o' th* foe* 
All that a full-fi*aught victory can beftow 1 
Yet ftays not Hopton thus, but ftill proceeds $ 
Purfues hirafclf through alt his glorious deeds : 
With Hertford and the Prince he joins his fate 
(The Belgian trophies on their journey wait) 5 
The Prince, who oft had check'd proud W— 's fame, 
And foolM that flying conqueror's empty name ; 
Till by his lofs that fertile raonfter thrivM 5 
This ferpcnt cut in parts rejoin'd and liv'd : 
It livM, and would have (lung us deeper yet^ 
But that bold Grenville its whole fury met| 
He fold, like Decius, his devoted breath. 
And left the commonwealth heir to his d^atfa. 
Hail, mighty ghoft 1 look from on high, and fee 
How much our hands and fwords remember thee ! 
At Roiyidway Heath, our rage at thy great fall 
Whet all our ipirits, and made us Grenvilles all. 
One thoufand horfe beat all their numerous power $ 
Bleiii me ! and where was thca tkeir conqueror? 
Z a Co 
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Coward of famei he fiiei in hafte dvray ) 
Meuy arniS) and iiamfey leases us, the vif^ora* pi^y* 
"What meant thofb iron regiments w\d<:h he brought^ 
That moving ftatnet feem'd, and fo tbey fought ? 
No way for death but by difeafe appeared* 
Cannon, and mines, and iiege, they fcarcely fear*d t 
Till, *gainft all hopes, they prov'd in this fad fight 
Too weak to Hand, and yet too flow for flight. 
The Furies howl'd aloud through trembling air j 
Th' aftoniih'd fnakes fell fadly from their hair: 
To Lud*s proud town their hafly flight they toolc* 
The towers and temples at their entrance fhook« 
In vain their lofs they^ attempted to difguife. 
And muftered up new troops of fruitlefs lyes ; 
God fought himfelf, nor could th* event be lefs } 
Bright Conqueft walks the fields in all her drefs. 
Could this white day a gift more grateful bring ? 
Oh yes ! it brought blefsM Mary to the King I 
In Keynton field they met ; at once they view 
Their former vi£lory, and enjoy a new i 
Keynton, the place that Fortune did approve. 
To be the nobleft fcene of war and love. 
Through the glad vale ten thoufand Cupids fled. 
And chac'd the wandering fpirits of rebels dead $ 
Still the lewd fcent of powder did they fear. 
And fcatterM eaftem fmells through all the air« 
Look, happy mount ! look well 1 for this is (he. 
That toil'd and travel'd for thy vi6lory : 
Thy flouriihing head to her with reverence bow | 
To her thou ow*ft that fame which crowns thee now* 

From 



ON rm iLATE <avit w^. t^ 

From far-ftretcb!d (horef tfaey fejt h^r f^ixit tftid mights 
Princes an4 Go(i at any diftance fight. 
At her return ^ell nijght (he* ^ cpnqocft have I 
Whofe very abfence fuch a conqueft gaire.-*-i 
This in the Weft 5 nor did t)ie North bcftoW 
Lefs caufe their ufual gratitude to {\\ow : 
With much of ftate brave Cavendifh led them forth* 
As fwift and fierce as tempeft from the north $ 
Cavendi(h ! whom every Grace, and every Mufe> 
KifsM at his birtb> and for their own did chufes 
So good a wit they meant not ihould excel 
In amis ; but now they fee *t, and like it weU : 
So large is that rich empire of his heart. 
Well may they reft contented with a part. 
How {bon he forced the northern clouds tp flight. 
And ftruck confuiion into form and light! 
Scarce 4id the Power Divine in fewer days 
A peaceful world out of a chaos raife. 
Bradford and Leeds prop'd up their fmking fame { 
They braggM of hofts, and Fairfax was a name. 
Leeds, Bradford, Fairfa^c* powers are ftrait Chei|: owa^ 
As quickly as they vote men overthrown t 
Bootes from his wain looked down belo\^, 
And faw our viftory move jftot half fo flow. 
I fee the gallant Earl break through the foes | 
In duft and fweat how glorioofly be Ihows ! 
I fee him lead the pikes j what will be do> 
Defend him, Heaven ! eh, whither will he go f 
Up to the cannons^ ^outh he leads ! in vain 
They fpeak loud d.eatbj and thr^eoi till they *|9.ta*c9« 
Z 3 So 
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So Capanens two armies £\Vd with wonder, 

When he charged Jove, and grappled with his thunder t 

Both hofts with filence and with terror (hook. 

As if not he, but they, were thunder-ftrook. 

The courage here, and boldnefs, was no lefs | 

Only the caufe was better, and fuccefs. 

Heaven will let nought be by their cannon done. 

Since at Edgehill they iinn'd, and Burlington* 

Go now, your filly calumnies repeat, 

And make all Papifts whom you cannot beat ! 

Let the world know forae way, with whom you 're vext, 

And vote them Turks when they overthrow you next t 

Why will you die, fond men ! why will you buy 

At this fond rate your country's flavery ? 

Is 't liberty ? What are thofe threats we hear ? • 

Why do you thus th' old and new priron fill ? 

When that 's the only why j becaufe you will ? 

Fain would you make God loo thus tyrannous be. 

And damn poor men by fuch a ftifF decree. 

Is 't property ? Why do fuch numbers, then. 

From God beg vengeance, and lelief from mex\ ? 

Why are th' eftates and goods feizM-on, of all 

Whom covetous or malicious men mifcall ? 

What \ more our own than our own lives ? But ok 

Could Yeomans or could Bourchier find it fo ? 

The barbarous coward, always us'd to fly, 

Pid know no other way to fee men die. 

♦ A line is here evidctvtX^ vnLTi^AT\^\\i\i\.^\!A defe^ is 
Ja gU the copies hithertg VLtio^fiv, ^% 



ON THE LATE CIVIL WAR. 343 
Or is 't religion ? What then mean your lyes. 
Your facrilegcs, and pulpit-biafphemics ? 
Why are all fe£l8 let locfe that ere bad birth. 
Since Luther*8 noife wak*d the lethargic earth ? 
The Author njuent no further » 

THE PURITAN AND THE PAPIST.. 
A Satire 

SO two rude waves, by ftorms together thrown. 
Roar at each other, fight, and then grow one. 
Religion is a circle j men contend. 
And run the round in difputc, without end 1 
Now, in a circle, who go contrary, 
Muft^ at the laft, meet of neceflity. 
The Roman Catholic, to advance the caufe. 
Allows a lye, and calls it Pia Fraus 3 
The Puritan approves and does the fame, 
Di (likes nought in it but the Latin name : . 
He flows with his devices, and dares lye 
In very deed, in truth, and verity. 
He whines, and fighs-out lyes with fo much'rutb,' . 
As if he grievM *caufe be could ne'er fpeak truth •• 
Lyes have poffefsM the prefs fo, as their due, 
*TwtU fcarce, I fear, henceforth print Bibles trur. 
Lyes for their next ftrong fort ha' th* pulpit chofe ; 
There they throng out at th* preacher's mouth and nofcj , 
And, howe'er £px>fs, are certain to beguile 
The poor book-turners of the middle ifle ; 
Nay, to th* Almighty's felf they have been bold 
To ]/e I aod their bhrpVieniQu% mvui^t v^i^- 
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They might fay falfe to God i for if they w«re 
Beaten, he knew 't not, for he was not there. 
But God, who their great thankfulnefs did fee. 
Rewards them ftrait with another viftory, 
Juft fuch an one as Brentford ; and, fans doubt;» 

- Will weary, ere 't be long, their gratitude out* 
Not all the legends of the faints of old. 
Not vaft Baronius, nor fly Surius, hold 
Such plenty of apparent lyes as are 
In your own author, Jo. Browne, Cleric. Par, 
Befidcs what your fmall poets faid or writ, 
Brookes, Strode, and the baron of the faw-pit ; 
With many a mental refervation, 
You '11 maintain liberty :— Refcry'd " your own." 
For th' public good the fums raisM you '11 dilburfe^ 
— RefeiT'd ** the greater part, for your own purfe." 
You '11 root the Cavaliers out, every man j 
— Faith, let it be RefervM here •« if ye can." 
You Ml make our gracious Charles a glorious king^ 
— Referv'd " in heaven" — for thither ye would bring 
His royal head i the only fecure room 
For kings 5 where fuch as you will never come. 
To keep th* eftates o' th' fubje^s you pretend j 
— Rcferv'd" in your own trunks." You will defend 
The church of England, 'tis your proteftation j 

,But that's " Ne\v"-England by a fmall Refervation, 

Power of difpenfmgoaths the Papifts claim | 
Cafe hath got leave of God to do the fame.: 

For you do hate all fwearing fo, that when 

You 'vc fwom an Qaxii» :^^)atfe^*^ tolas. ^>5b2kb.% 
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A. curfc upon you ! which hurts moft thefe nations, 
•Cavaliers' fwearing, or your proteftations ? 
Nay, though oaths be by you lb much abhor'd, 
Y* allow ** God damn me** in the Puritan Lord* 

They keep the Bible from laymen ^ but ye 
Avoid this, for ye have no laity. 
They in a foreign and unknown tongue pray, 
You in an unknown fenfe your prayers fay 5 
So that this difference *twixt you does enfae,-* 
Fools underftand not them> not wife men you. 

They an unprofitable zeal have got 
Of invocating'faints, that hear them not : 
Twere well you did fo j nought may more be-fcar'A, 
Jn your fond prayers, than that fhey (hould be heard. 
To them your nonfenfe well enough might pafe. 
They M ne'er fee that i'th' divine looking-glaft. 
Nay, whether you 'd worfhip laints is not known. 
For ye 'ave as yet, of your religion, none. 

They by good-works think to be.juftify'd.: 
You into the fame error deeper Aide j 
You think by works too juftify'd to be. 
And thole ill- works ^ lyes, treafon, perjury. 
But, oh I your faith is mighty $ that hath been. 
As true faith ought to be, of things unfeen : 
At Wor'fter, Brentford, and Edgehill, wc fee, 
Only by faith, ye 'ave got the victory. 
Such is your faith, and forae fuch unfeen way 
The public faith at laft your debts will pay. 

They hold free-vtrill (that nought 'diclt (jva.V^'oai) 
hind) 
Am the great privilege of sAl m^Jikitv^ % ^^^ 
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You *re here more moderate ; for ^tis your intent 
To make *t a privilege but of parliament. 
They forbid priefts to marry : you worfe do; 
Their marriage you allow, yet punifli too j 
For you *d make prieds fo poor, that upon all , 
Who marry fcorn and beggary muft fall. 

They a bold power o'er facred fcriptures take^ 
Blot out fome claufes, and fome new ones make s 
Your great lord Jefuit Brookes publickly faid 
(Brookes, whom too little learning hath made mad). 
That to correft the Ci-eed ye (hould do well. 
And blot-out Chrift's defcending into hell. 
R^ent, wild man I or you '11 ne'er change, I fear> 
The fentence of your own defqending there. 

Yet modeilly they ufe the Creed j for they 
Would take the Lord's-Prayer root and branch away s 
And wifely faid a Levite of our nation. 
The Lord's- Prayer was a Popifli innovation. 
Take heed, you '11 grant ere long it fliould be faid,. 
An 't be but to defirc your daily bread. 

They keep the people ignorant : and you 
Keep both the people and yourfelves fo too. 
They blind obedience and blind duty teach : 
You blind rebellion and blind faction preach | 
Nor can I blame you much, that ye advance 
That which can only fave you. Ignorance 5 . 
Though, Heaven be prais'd! 't has oft been proved 

well. 
Your ignorance is not invincible ; 

Nay». 
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Nay, fuch bold lyes to God himfelf ye vaunt, 
As if you M fain keep him too ignorant. 

Limbus and Purgatory they believe. 
For leffer finners $ that is, I conceive, 
Malignants only : you this trick does pleaTe; 
For the fame caufe ye *ve made new Limbufet, 
Where we may lie imprifonM long, ere we 
A day of judgment in your courts (hall fee. 
But Pym can, like the Pope, with this difpenft^ 
And for a bribe deliver fouls from thence. 

Their councils claim infallibility: 
Such muft your Conventicle -fynod be ) 
And teachers from all parts of th' earth ye calf. 
To make *t a Council Oecumenical. 

They feveral times appoint from meats* t* abftain 1 
You now for th' Iriih wai's a faft ordain i 
And, that that kingdom might be fure to faf(,. 
Ye take a courfe to fbrve them all at laft t 
Nay, though ye keep no eves, Fridays, nor Lent', 
Not to drefs meat on Sundays you *re content $ 
Then you repeat, repeat, and pray, and pray. 
Your teeth keep fabbath, and tongues working-day« 

They preferve relicks t you have few or none, 
Unlefs the clout fent to John Pym be one j 
Or Holles's rich widow, ihe who carry'd . 
A relick in her womb before (he marry*d* 
They in fucceeding Peter take a pride t . 
So do you ; for your mafter ye *ave deny*d« 
But chiefly Peter's privilege ye choofe. 
At your own wills to bind mid to unloole* 
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HewusMcnpas} ywi *ll be ib tso, 
IVhcsBotiifi^bvcyoariHfsaiclcfttoTou s 
He west to Rone | to Sane yo« backward ride 
(Tlioogli both yoaw goingt are b^ foDc 4ciiy*d) 
Nof U *ta cMttfadiftioB, if we^, 
Yoo go to Rome tbe<]iiite coatnry way. 
lie dy d o* th* cro(e$ tbtf death *» uaolnai sow} 
The gallowf is nioft like *t, and that *s for yoo. 

TWty love chuirb-niufic ; it offeiMU your knkf 
And tberefofe ye have fuog it out from thence; 
Which ihewsy if rigfit your mind be uiiderftoody 
You hate it not as mufic, but as good : 
Your nadnefs makes you iiog as much as diey 
Dance who are bit with a Tarantula. 
|>ut do not to youifelvesy alas ! appear 
The mod religious traitors that e'er were, 
Btcaufe your troops iinging of pialms do go; 
There 's many a traitor has marchM HoK>om fi>» 
Nor was 't your wit this holy proje^ bore ; 
Tweed and the Tyne have feen thofe tricks before* 

They of Grange mb-acles and wonders tell : 
You are yourfelves a kind of miracle $ 
KvVi fuch a miracle as in writ divine 
We read o'— rth' deviPs htmying down the fwint* 
They have made images to fpeak i *tis faid. 
You a dull image have your Speaker made $ 
And, that your bounty in ofierii>gs might aboimd^ 
Ye 'ave to. that idol giv'n fix thoufand pound. 
They drivc-o\3L\. ditV\U^ ^«^ li^ \ \x«^ ^ begia 
To differ, 1 cg«W»-r.'^Wk\tx^i«»L>e8u 
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They maintain tranfubftantiation 5 
You, by a contrary phiIofophers"'-ftone, 
To tranfubftantiate metak have the ikill. 
And turn the kingdom's gold to ir'n and ftecl. 
1' th' facrament ye differ) but 'tis noted. 
Bread muft be flefti, wine blood, if e'er 't be voted. 

They make the Pope their bead 5 y' exalt for him,. 
Primate and metropolitan, mafter Pym ; 
Nay, White, who fits i' th' infallible chair. 
And moft infallibly fpeaks nonfenib there } 
Nay, Cromwell, Pury, Whiftler, Sir John Wray, 
He who does fay, and fay, and fay, and fay j 
Nay, Lowry, who does new cburcb^government wiih,. 
And prophelies, like Jonas, 'inidft the fiih $ 
Who can fuch various bufmefs wifely fway. 
Handling both herrings and bifhops in one day t 
Nay, all your preachers, women, boys, and men, 
From mafter Calaroy to miftrefs Ven, 
Are porfe6l Popes, in their own pariih, grown ; 
For, to out-do the ftory of pope Joan, 
Your women preach too, and are like to be 
The whores of Babylon as much as (he. 

They depofe kings by force t by force you *d do it. 
But firft ufe fair means to perfuade them to it. 
They dare kill kings : and *twixt ye here *8 the tkxifcy 
That you dare fiioot-at kings to fave their life : 
And what '» the difference, pray, whether h^ fall 
By the Pope's Bull or your Ox general ? 
Three kingdoms thus ye ftrive to make your Own» 
And, likt tht Pope, ufurp a tripW ctO'Hiv* 



35^ COWLEVS POEMS. 

Such is your faith, fuch your reli^on ; 
Let *s view your manners now, and then I *ve done. 
Your covetoufnefs let gaiping Ireland tell, 
Where firft the Irilh lands, and next ye fell 
The Englifli blood, and raife rebellion here 
With that which Ihould fupprefs and quench it there. 
What mighty fums have ye fqueez*d out o' th* city I 
Enough to make them poor, and fomething witty. 
Excife, loans, contributions, poll-monies, 
Bribes, plunder, and fuch parliament privileges. 
Are words which you ne'er learnt in, holy vmt, 
' Till th' Spirit, and your Synod; mended it. 
where 's all the twentieth part now, which hath been 
Paid you by fome, to forfeit the nineteen ? 
Where 's all die goods diftrain'd, and plunders paft ? 
For you 're grown wretched pilfering knaves at laftj 
Defcend to brafs and pewter, till of late. 
Like Midas, all ye touchM muft needs be plate. 

By what vaft hopes is your ambition fed f 
*Ti8 writ in blood, and may be plainly read & 
You muil have places, smd the kingdom fway $ 
The king muft be a ward to your lord Say. 
Your innocent Speaker to the Rolls muft rife; 
Six thoufand pound hath made him proud and wife. 
Kimbolton for his father^s place doth call. 
Would be like him ; — would he were, face and all I 
Ifaack would always be lord-mayor i and fo 
JVfay always be, as much as he is now. 
For the Five inembei^> tVt^ lo tvOciVj thrive, 
Thit they would ^X^^iX \%\k\x'^^ssa^% ^^^ 



THE PURITAN AND PAPtST. 351 

Only Pym doth his natural right enfurce. 
By th* mother's fide he *8 Mailer of the horfe. 
Moft (hall have places by thefe popular tricks^ 
The reft muft be content with biihopricks. 
For *tls *gainft iuperftition you ^rc intent } 
Firft to root out that great church-omamenty 
Money and lands : your fwords, alas I are drawn 
Againft the Biihop, not his cap» or lawn* 

O let not fuch lewd facrilege begin. 
Tempted by Henry's rich, fuccefsful fm ! 
Henry I the monfter-king of all that age 5 
Wild in his luft, but wilder in his rage. 
£xpe£l not you his fate, though Hotham thrives 
In imitating Henry's tricks for wives | 
Nor fewer churches hopes, than wives, to fee 
Buried, and then their lands his own to be. 

Ye boundlefs tyrants 1 how do you outvy 
Th* Athenians' Thirty, Rome's Decemviry \ 
In rage, injuftice, cruelty, as far 
Above thofe men, as you in number are. 
What rayfteries of iniquity do we fee ! 
New prifons made to defend liberty I 
Our goods forc'd from us for property's fake^ 
And all the real nonfenfe which ye make t 
Ship-money was unjuftly ta'en, ye fay ; 
Unjuftlier far, you take the (hips away. 
The High Commi(Gon you call'd tyranny : 
Ye did 1 good God ! what is the High Committee ? 
Ye faid that gifts and bribes preferments ba^x^^^-w 
By money and blood loo*\2bkie^ «ahi ^^ V<)x^^« 
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To the king's will, the laws men ftrove to dra\ 
The fubje6l»' yi^ill is now become the law. 
*Twa8 fear'd a new religion would begin : 
All new religions, now, are MiterM in. 
The king delinquents to proteft did ftrive : 
"What clubs, pikes, halberts, lighters, fav'd the 
You think th' parl'mcnt like your ftate of graci 
Whatever fins men do, they keep riieir place.- 
Invafions then were ffearM again ft the date ; 
And Strode fwore laft year * would be eighty-e 
You bring- in foreign aid to your defigns, 
Firft thofe great foreign forces of Divines, 
With which (hips from America were fraught j 
Rather may (linking tobacco ftill be brought 
From thence, I fay : next, ye the Scots invite,- 
Which you term brotherly-adiftance, right ; 
For England you intend with them to (hare : 
They, who, alas I but younger brothers are, 
Muft have the monies for their portion j 
The houfes and the lands will be your own* 
We thank you for the wounds which we endun 
Whilft fcratches and (light pricks ye Ceck to cur 
We thank you for true real fears,. at la(i. 
Which free us fi-om fo many falfe ones paft j 
We thank you for the blood which fats our cos 
As a juft debt paid to great Strafford's ghoft $ 
We thank you for the ills received, and all 
Which yet by your good care in time we (hall^ 
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lank yoii, and our gratitude 's as great 
urs, when you thank'd God for being beat. 

5 CHARACTER OF AN HOLY-SJSTER, 

E.that can fit three fermons in a day, 
>f thofe three fcarce bear three words away j 
Lat can rob her huiband, to repair 
Iget-priefty tha| nofes a long prayer ; 
lat with lamp-black purifies her fhoes^ 
irith half-eyes and Bible foftly goes j 
lat her pockets withlay-gofpcl ftufFs, 
idifies her looks with little ruffs $ 
.at loves fermons as fhe does the reil, 
tanding (lifF that longeft are the beft ; 
lat will lye, yet fwear fhe hates a lyar, 
t it be the man that will lie by her ; 
at at chriftenings thiriieth for more fack,. . 
Iraws the broadef^ handkerchief for cake ; 
at fings pfalms devoutly next the fb-eet, 
leats her maid i' th' kitch in, where none fee 't j 
at will fit in (hop for five hours fpace, 
tp&tr the fms of alfthat pafs» 
at firil fight» and proudly dares to fay^ . 
none can poilibly be favM but they 
hang religion in a naked ear^ 
udge men^s hearts according to their bairi 
:ould afford to doubt, who wrote befl fenfe, 
, or Dod on the comman dements j 
At can figh, and cry «' Queen 'E.YMT^i^^r 
? the PQpCf and fcratch-oMt *• l^^'toi ^ta.^ v" 
•A. A.^ ^^ 
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And fcr all diit can giTe no naUm ^Aj i 
This is an holy-fifter* Teiily, 

THE FORCE OF LOVR 

PRESERVED FROM All OLD MANUSCRIPT. 

THROW an i^ple np a lulU 
Down the apple tombles itill | 
Roll it down^ it never ftops 
Till within the vale it drops s 
So are all things prone to Lort^ 
All helow^ and all above. 

Down the mountain flows the flreamt 
Up afcends the lambent flame ; 
Smoke and vapour mount die ikies ; 
All preferve their unities ; 
Nought belowy and nought above» 
Seems averfe^ but prone to Love* 
Stop the meteor in itt flight. 
Or flie orient rays of light $ 
Bid Dan Phcebus not to fliinej. 
Bid the planets not incline j 
'Tis as vain, below, above. 
To impede the courfe of Love* 

Salamanders live in fire, 
Eagles to the ikies afpire. 
Diamonds in their quarries lie. 
Riven do the fe% fuppVy i 
Thus SLppczxBp below, ^boxt) 
A propea&ty to Love* ,^^ 
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Metals grow withm the minie, 
Lufcious grapes upoii the vine | 
Still the needle marks the pole j 
Parts are equal to whole : 
'Tis a truth as clear, that Love 
Quickens all, below, above. 
Man is born to live and die^ 
Snakes to creep, and birds to fly | 
Fiihes III the waters fwinsy 
Doves are mild, and lions grim : 
Nature thus, below,' aboVe, 
Pufhes all things on to Love. 
Doe^ (he cedar love the mountain? . 
Or the thirfty deer the fountain ? 
Does the fhepherd love his crook? 
Or the willow coiiit the brook ? 
Thus by Natui-e all things moven 
Like a running ftream, to Love* 
Is the valiant hero bold ? 
Does the mifer doat dn gold ? 
Seek the birds in fpring to pair ? 
Breathes the rofe-bud fcented air ? 
Should you this deny, you Ul provt 
Nature is averfc to Love* 
As the wencher loves a laTs^ 
As the toper loves his glafs. 
As the friar loves his cowl. 
Or the miliar loves the toll* 
So do^aU, below^ above, 
Ffy precipitate i9 tgv*. 
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When young maidens courtihip ihun^ 
When the moon out-ihines the fan^ 
When the tigers lambs beget,^ 
When the fnow is black as jet» 
When the planets ceafe to move,. 
Then fhall Nature ceafe to Love. 

EPIGRAM, 
ON THE POWER OF LOVE- 
BY MR« ABRAHAM C O W L B Y. 

N« B. This is delivered down by tradition as a pro* 
duftion of that celebrated poetj and was ipoken at the 
WeftminfterfSchoQl eledtionnm the fc^lowing fubjed : 

<< Nullis amor eft medicabilis herbis/* OviD* 

SOL Daphne fees, aad feeing her admires. 
Which adds new flames to his celeftlal fires s 
Had any remedy for Love been known. 
The god of Phyilc, fure^ had cvr'4his vnm 
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